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INTRODUCTION TO 
KING HENRY VI.— PART IIL 

HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

Shaksperb has given us every light and 
shadow of the partisanship of chivalry in his 
delineation of the various characters in the 
two dramas of the Second and Third Parts of 
" Henry VI." Apart and isolated from all active 
agency in the quarrel, stands out the remarkable 
creation of Henry. The poel, with his instinct- 
ive judgment, has given the king a much higher 
character than the Chroniclers assign to him. 
Their relations leave little doubt upon our minds 
that his imbecility was very nearly allied to 
utter incapacity; and that the thin partition 
between weakness and idiocy was sometimes 
wholly removed. But Shakspere has never 
painted Henry under this aspect ! he has shown 
us a king with virtues unsuited to the age in 
which he lived ; with talents unfitted for the 
station in which he moved, contemplative 
amidst friends and foes hurried along by a 
distempered energy; peaceful under circum- 
stances that could nave no issue but in appeals 
to arms ; just in thought, but powerless to as- 
sert even his own sense of right amidst the 
contests of injustice which hemmed him in. 
The entire conception of the character of 
Henry, in connection with the circumstances 

i 
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ii INTRODUCTION, 

to which it was subjected, is to be found in the 
Parliament-scene of "The Third Part of Henry 
VI." We may boldly affirm that none but Shak- 
spere could have depicted with such marvellous 
truth tne weakness, based upon a hatred of 
strife— the vacillation, not of imbecile cunning 
but of clear-sighted candor— the assertion cm 
power through the influence of habit, but of a 
power trembling even at its own authority — the 
glimmerings of courage utterly extinguished by 
Sie threats of " armed men," and proposing com- 
promise even worse than war. It was weakness 
*uch as this which inevitably raised up the fiery 
partisans that the poet has so wonderfully de- 

§icted; the bloody Clifford— the "she-wolf of 
'ranee**— the dissembling York— the haughty 
Warwick — the voluptuous Edward— and, last 
and most terrible of all, he that best explains his 
own character, " I am myself alone." 

One by one the partisans that are thus mar- 
shalled by the poet in the Parliament-scene of 
London are swept away by the steady progress 
of that justice which rides over their violence 
and their subtlety. The hollow truce is broken. 
Margaret is ready to assail York in his castle ; 
York is prepared for the field, having learned 
from the precocious sophist Richard how an 
"oath is of no moment" Now are let loose all 
the " dogs of war." The savage Clifford strikes 
down the innocent Rutland ; the more savage 
Margaret dips h^r napkin in his blood York 
perishes unaer the prolonged retribution that 
awaited the ambition that dallied with murder 
and rebellion. Clifford, to whom nothing is so 
odious as "harmful pity," falls in the field of 
Towton, where the son was arrayed against the 
father, and the father against the son ; and the 
king more " woe-begone " than the unwilling 
victims of ambition, moralizes upon the "happy 
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INTRODUCTION, xa 

life " of the " homely swain.** The great actors 
of the tragedy are changed. Edward and 
Richard have become the leaders of the York- 
ists, with Warwick, "the king-maker," to rest 
upon. Henry has fled to Scotland ; Margaret to 
France. Then is unfolded another leaTof that 
Sibylline book. Edward is on the throne, care- 
less of everything but self -gratification ; despis- 
ing his supporters, offending even his brothers. 
Warwick takes arms agamst him; Clarence 
deserts to Warwick; Richard alone remains 
faithful, sneering at his brother, and laughing 
in the concealment of his own motives for 
fidelity. Edward is a fugitive, and finally a 
captive; but Richard redeems him, and Clar- 
ence again cleaves to him. The second revo- 
lution IS accomplished. The "king-maker" 
yields his "body to the earth" in the field of 
Barnet ; Margaret and her son become captives 
in the plains near Tewksbury. Then comes the 
terrible hour to the unhappy queen— that hour 
which she foresaw not when she gave the 
"bloody napkin" to the wretched York— that 
hour whose intensity of suffering reached its 
climax of expression m " You have no children." 
But Richard is fled, 

** To make a bloody sapper in the Tower." 

The most striking incidents in the Third Part 
of '* Henry VI." are the terrible revenges of the 
Lancastrians after the battle of Wakefield. Hall 
thus describes the murder of the young Earl of 
Rutland :— " Whilst this battle was in lighting. 
a priest called Sir Robert Aspall, chaplam and 
scnoolmaster to the young Earl of Rutland, son of 
the abovenamed Duke ofVork, scarce of the age 
of twelve years, a fair gentleman, and a maiden- 
like person, perceiving that flight was more 
ssieguard than tarrying, both for him and his 
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iv introduction'. 

master, secretly conveyed the earl out of the field, 
by the Lord Clifford's band, toward the town ; 
but ere he could enter into a house he was by 
the said Lord Clifford espied, followed, and 
taken, and by reason of his apparel demanded 
what he was. The young gentleman, dismayed, 
had not a word to speak, but kneeled on his 
knees imploring mercy, and desiring grace, 
both with holding up his hands and making 
dolorous countenance, for his speech was gone 
for fear. Save him, said his chaplain, for he is 
a prince's son, and peradventure may do you 
good hereafter. With that word, the Lord Clif- 
ford marked him^ and said, * By God's blood, 
thv father slew mme, and so will I do thee and 
all thy kin ;* and with that word struck the earl 
to the heart with his dagger, and bade his chap- 
lain bear the earl's mother and brother word 
what he had done and said." 

This ferocious revenge of Clifford is com- 
mented upon with just mdignation by Hall : — 
" In this act the I>ord Clifford was accompted a 
tyrant, and no gentleman." He then proceeds to 
describe the death of the Duke of York :— " This 
cruel Clifford and deadly bloodsupper, not con- 
tent with this homicide, or childkilling, came to 
the place where the dead corpse of the Duke of 
York lay, and caused his heacl to be stricken off, 
and set on it a crown of paper, and so fixed it 
on a pole, and presented it to the queen, not 
lying far from the field, in great despite and 
much derision, saying, Madam, your war is 
done, here is your king's ransom : at which 
present was much joy and great rejoicing ; but 
many laughed then that sore lamented after." 

The circumstances attending the death of 
York are, however, differently told. Holinshed 
says, — " Some write that the duke was taken 
alive, and in derision caused to stand upon a 
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INTRODUCTION, y 

molehill, on whose head they put a garland in- 
stead of a crown, which they nad fashioned and 
made of segges or bulrushes, and having so 
crowned him with that garland they kneeled 
down afore him as the jfews did to Christ in 
scorn, saying to him. Hail, king without rule: 
hail, king without heritage ; hail, duke and 
prince, without people or possessions. And at 
length, having thus scorned him with these and 
divers other the like despiteful words, they 
stroke off his head, which (as ye have heard) 
they presented to the queen." The poet has 
taken the most picturesque parts of the two 
narratives 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

King Henry the Sixth. 

Edward, Princt of WaUs^ his son, 

Lewis XI., King of France. 

The Dukes of Somerset and Exstbr. 

The Earls of Oxford, Northumberland, and 

Westmo rbland. 
Lord Clifford. 

Richard Plant agbnet, Duke of York. 
Edward, Earl of March^ afterwards kW 1 

Edward IV., 
George, afterwards Duke oj Clarence^ . his sons, 
Richard, afterwards Duke of Gloucester ^ 
Edm u ND, Earl of Rutland. 
The Duke of Norfolk; the Marquis of Mqn 

tague. 
The Earls ofWAicwiCK. and Pembroke. 
Lord Hastings, and Lord Stafford. 
Sir John Mortimer, i / ^ ^t ta i r v i 
Str iluGH Mortimer, j '''^^'' ^^ ^^ ^"^^ °^ York. 
Henry, Earl of Richmond j a Youth, 
Lord Rivers, brother to Lady Grey. 
^/r'WiLLiAM Stanley; Sir John Montgombrt ; 

and Sir John Somerville. 
Tutor 10 Rutland. 
The Mayor of York. 
Lieutenant of the Tower. 
A Nobleman. 

Two Keepers, and a Huntsman. 
A Son who has killed his Father. 
A Father who has killed his Son. 

Queen Margaret. 

Lady Grey, afterwards Queen to Edward IV» 

Bona, sister to the French Queen. 

Soldiers^ Attendants^ Messengers^ Watchmeny 6v. 

SCENE,— ;£ngland, a»//,</«rm^/ar/ of the Third 
Actf in France. 
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THE THIRD PART OF 

King Henry the 
Sixth. 



ACT I. 

SCEKE I.— London. The Parliament- 
House. 

Drums, Some Soldiers of York'* Party brook itu 
^ Then enter the Duke op York, Edward, Rich- 
ard, Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and 
others^ vfUh whiie roses in their hats. 

Warwick, 

WONDER how the king escaped 
our hands. 
York, While we pursued the 
horsemen of the north, 
He silly stole away, and left his men : 
Whereat the g^eat lord of Northumberland, 
Whose warlike ears could never brook re- 

treat, 
Cheer'd up the drooping army ; and himself, 
Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford, all abreast, 
Charged our main battle's fronts and, break- 
ing in, [slain. 
Were by the swords of common soldiers 
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8 K, HENRY Vl.-'Pt, III. act L 

Edw, Lord Stafford's father, duke of Buck- 
ingham, 
Is either slain or wounded dangerous : 
I cleft his beaver with a downnght blow ; 
That .this is true, father, behold his blood. 

' [Showing his bloody svwrdt 

Mont And, brother, here's the earl of 
Wiltshire's blood, 

[To York, showing his. 
Whom I encounter 'd as the battles join'd. 
EicA. Speak thou for me, and tell them 
what I did. 
{Throwing dovon the Duke op Somersbt*^ head. 

York, Richard hath best deserved of all 

my sons. — [set ? 

But, is your grace dead, my lord of Somer- 

Norf» Such hope have all the line of John 

of Gaunt 
Rich, Thus do I hope to shake king 

Henry's head. 
War, And so do I, victorious prince of 
York. 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 
I vow by heaven, these eyes shall never close. 
This is the palace of the fearful king, 
And this the regal seat ; possess it, York; 
For this is thine, and not king Henry's heirs*. 
York, Assist me then, sweet Warwid^ 
and I wilt ; 
For hither ye have broken in by force. 
Norf, We*ll all assist you ; he that flies 
shall die. 
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sc. I. K, HENRY Vl.-^Pt, III. 9 

York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk, — stay by 
me, my lords ; 
And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night. 
War. And, when the king comes o£Eer him 
no violence. 
Unless he seek to thrust you out perforce. 

[Theyretirg^ 

York. The queen, this day, here holds her 
, parliament. 
But little thinks we shall be of her council : 
By words, or blows, here let us win our rieht 
Rich. Arm*d as we are, let's stay within 

this house. 
War. The bloody parliament shall this be 
callM, 
Unless Plantagenet, duke of York, be king, 
And bashful pfen(e)ry deposed, whose cow- 
ardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 
York. Then leave me not, my lords ; be 
resolute ; 
I mean to take possession of my rieht. 
War. Neither the king, nor he that loves 
him best. 
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 
Dares stir a wing if Warwick shake his bells. 
I'll plant Plantagenet, root him up who 
dares : — [crown. 

Resolve thee, Richard; claim the English 
[Warwick leads York to tXe throne^ toh$ 
uats himstlf. 
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10 X. HENRY VL^Pt. III. ACT I 

/flourish. Enter King Hbnry, Clifford, No»i 

THUMBBRLAND, WeSTMORBLAND, EXBTBR^ UUd 

Others^ with red roses in their hats, 

K, Hen, My lords, look where the sturdy 
rebel sits, 
Even in the chair of state ! belike, he means 
(Back'd by the power of Warwick, that false 

peer) 
.To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king. 
Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father ; 
And thine, lord ClifiEord ; and you both have 
vow*d revenge [friends. 

On him, his sons, his favorites, and his 
North, If I be not, heaven be revenged 

on me! 
Clif. The hope thereof makes ClifiEord 

mourn in steel. 
West, What, shall we sufiEer this ? let's 
pluck him down : 
My heart for anger bums, I cannot brook it. 
K, Hen, Be patient, gentle earl of West- 

moreland. 
Clif, Patience is for poltroons, and such 
as he ; 
He durst not sit there had your father lived* 
My gracious lord, here in the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 
North, Well hast thou spoken, cousin ; btt 

it s(f. 
AT. Hen, Ah, know you not the city favors 
them, [beck ? 

And they have troops of soldiers at theif 
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•a I. K^ HENRY Vl.-^Pt. Ill, n 

Exe, But when the duke is slain they'll 

quickly fly. 

K, Hen. Far be the thought of this from 

Henry's heart, 

To make a shambles of the parliament-house ! 

Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats^ 

Shall be the war that Henry means to use.^- 

[ They advance to the Du KB. 

Thou factious duke of York, descend my 

throne. 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet ; 
I am thy sovereign. 

York, I am thine. 

Exe. For shame, come down ; he made • 

thee duke of York. 
York, It was my inheritance, as the earl- 
dom was. 
Exe, Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 
War, Exeter, thou art a traitor to the 
crown. 
In following this usurping Henry. 
Clif, Whom shouia he follow but his nat- 
ural king ? 
War, True, ClifiFprd ; and that's Richard, 

duke of York. 
K' Hen, And shall I stand, and thou sit in 

my throne ? 
York, It must and shall be so. Content 

thyself. 
War, Be duke of Lancaster, let him be 

king. 
West, Re is both king and duke of Lan- 
caster ; 
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la K. HENRY VL^Ft. III. ACT I 

And that the lord of Westmoreland shall 

maintain. 

War, And Warwick shall disprove it. 

You forget [field, 

That we are those which chased you from the 

And slew vour fathers, and with colors 

spreaa 
March'd through the city to the palace gates. 
North, Yes, Warwick, I remember it to 
my grief ; [rue it. 

And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall 
West* Plantagenet, of thee, and these thy 
sons, [lives 

.Thy kinsmen and thy friends, I'll have more 
Than drops of blood were in my father's 
veins. 
Clif. Urge it no more : lest that, instead 
of words, 
I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger 
As shall revenge his death before I stir. 
War, Poor Clifford 1 how I scorn his. 

worthless threats ! 
York. Will you we show our title to the 
crown ? 
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 
K, Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to 
the crown ? 
Thy father was, as thou art, duke of York ; 
Thy grandfather Roger Mortimer, carl of 

March : 
I am the son of Hen(e)ry the fifth, [stoop. 
Who made the Dauphin and the French to 
And seized upon their towns and provinces. 
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4C. I. K. HENRY VI,--Pt. Ill, 13 

War, Talk not of Frante, sith thou hast 

lost it all. 

K, Hen, The lord protector lost it, and 

not I ; [old. 

When I was crown *d I was but nine months 

Rich, You are old enough now, and yet 

methinks you lose : — [head. 

Father, tear the crown from the usurper's 

Edw, Sweet father, do so ; set it on your 

head. 

Mont, \to York.] Good brother, as thou 

lov'st and honorest arms, [thus. 

Let's fight it out, and not stand cavilling 

Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the 

king wiU fly. 
York, Sons, peace ! 
K, Hen, Peace thou ! and give king Henry 

leave to speak. 
War. Plantagenet shall speak first : — hear 
him, lords ; 
And be you silent and attentive too. 
For he. that interrupts him shall not live. 
K, Hen, Think'st thou that I will leave 
my kingly throne, 
Wherein my grandsire and my father sat ? 
No : first snail war unpeople this my realm ; 
Ay, and their colors— often borne in France, 
And now in England, to our heart's great 
sorrow — [lords ? 

Shall be my winding-sheet. — Why faint you. 
My title's good, and better far than his. 
War, Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be 
• king. 
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14 K. HENRY VL—Pt, III, ACT I 

K. Hen, Henry the fourth by conquest 

got the crown. 
York, 'Twas by rebellion against his king. 
K* Hen, [aside,] I know not what to say ; 
my title's weak. — 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir ? 
York. What then ? 

IC, Hen. An if he may, then am I lawful 
king; 
For Richard, in the view of manv lords^ 
Resigned the crown to Hcn(e)ry the fourth ; 
Whose heir my father was, and I am his. 
York, He rose against him, being his sov* 
ereign, 
And made him to resicm his crown perforce. 
War, Suppose, my lords, he did it uncon- 
strained, 
Think you 'twere prejudicial to his crown ? 
Exe, No ; for he could not so resign his 
crown, L^^^^g'*' 

"But that the next heir should succeed and 
A". Hen, Art thou against us, di^e of 

Exeter? 
Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon 

me. 

York, Why whisper you, my lords, .and an* 

swer not ? [^^g* 

Exe. My conscience tells me he is lawful 

JC. Hen, [aside.] All will revolt from me, 

and turn to him. 
North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou 
lay'st. 
Think not that Henry shall be so deposed. 
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8C I. K, HENRY VL'-PL IIL 15 

War, Deposed he shall be, in despite of 

all. 
North, Thou art deceived: 'tis not thj 
southern power, 
Of Essex, Norfolk^ SufiEolk, nor of Kent,— 
Which makes thee thus presumptuous and 

proud, — 
Can set the duke up, in despite of me. 
Clif, King Henry, be thy title right or 
wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to .fight in thv defence : 
May that ground gape, and swallow me alive, 
Where I shall kneel to him that slew my 
father ! 
K. Hen. O Gifford, how thy words revive 

my heart ! 
York, Henry of Lancaster, resign thy 
crown : [lords ? 

What mutter you, or what conspire you, 
War, Do right unto this princely duke of 
York ; 
Or I will fill the house with armed men, 
^nd' over the chair of state, where now he 

sits. 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[He stamps^ and the Soldiers show thgrnsthts, 
K. Hen, My lord of Warwick, hear but 
one word ; — 
Let me, for this my lifetime, reign as king. 
York. Confirm the crown to me^ and to 
mine heirs, 
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou 
liv'st 
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l6 K. HENRY VJ,^^PU III. act I. 

K.Hen. I am content: Richard Plantage* 

net, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 
Clif, What wrong is this unto the prince 

3rour son ! 
War, What good is this to England, and 

himself ! 
WesU Base, fearful, and despairing Henry ! 
Clif, How hast thou injured both thyself 

and us ! 
West, I cannot stay to hear these articles. 
North. Nor I. 
Clif. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen 

these news. 
West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degen- 
erate king, 
In whose cold blood no spark of honor bides. 
North, Be thou a prey unto the house of 
York, 
And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 
Clif, In dreadful war mayst thou be over- 
come! 
Or live in peace, abandoned, and despised ! 
[Exeunt North., Clif., and West. 

War. Turn thb way, Henry, and regard 

, Uiemnot. 
Exe, They seek revenge, and therefore 

will not yield. 
K.Hen, Ah, Exeter! 
War, Why should you sigh, my lord ? 
K, Hen, Not for myself, lord Wai^ck, but 
my son. 
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit. 
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sc. I. K, N£:i^RY VI.— Pt. Ill, 17 

But, be it as it may : — [to York.1 I here en- 
tail 
The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live, 
To honor me as thy king and sovereign ; 
And neither by treason, nor hostility. 
To seek to put me down, and reign thyself. 
York, This path, I willingly take, and will 
perform. [Coming from tht throng. 

War, Long live king Henry! — Plantage- 

net, embrace him. 
K. Hen, And long live thou, and these thy 

forward sons I [cilea. 

York. Now York and Lancaster are recon- 
Exe, Accursed be he that seeks to make 

them foes ! 

\Senet. The Lords come forward, 
York, Farewell, my gracious lord ; Til to 

my castle. 
War, And FU keep London, with my sol- 
diers. 
Notf, And I to Norfolk, with my followers . 
Mont, And I unto the sea, from whence I 

came. 

[Exeunt York and his Sons, Warwick, Nor- 
folk, Montague, Soldiers, ai«</ Attendants. 
K. Hen. And I, with grief an<i sorrow, to 

the court 

Enter Quesn Margaret and the Prince of Wales, 
Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks 
bewray her anger : 
I'll steal away. 
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i8 K. HENRY VI.— Pt. III. act i. 

K. Hen. Exeter, so will I. [Goini, 

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me, 1 will follow 

thee. 
K» Hen, Be patient, gentle queen, and \ 

will stay. 
Q, Mar, Who can be patient in such ex- 
tremes ? 
Ah, wretched man ! 'would I had died a maid, 
And never seen thee, never borne thee son. 
Seeing thou hast proved so unnatural a 

father ! 
Hath he deserved to lose his birthright thus > 
^adst thou but loved him half so well as I ; 
Or felt that pain which I did for him once ; 
Or nourished him, as I did with my blood ; 
Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart 
blood there, [heir, 

Rather than have made that savage duke thine 
And disinherited thine only son. 

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me : 
If you be king, why should not I succeed ? 
K, Hen, Pardon me, Margaret; pardon 
me, sweet son ; [me. 

The earl of Warwick and the duke enforced 
Q, Mar. Enforced thee ! art thou king, 
and wilt be forced ? [wretch ! 

I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous 
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me : 
And given unto the house of York such head. 
As thou shalt reign but by their sufiEerance. 
To entail him and his heirs unto the crown. 
What is it, but to make thy sepulchre. 
And creep into it far before thy time ? 
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sc. I. r. HENRY Vl.^Pt. IIL 19 

Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of CakMs ; 
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow 

seas; 
The duke is made protector of the realm ; 
And yet shalt thou be safe ? such safety finds 
The trembline lamb environed with wolves. 
Had I been there, which am a silly woman,- 
The soldiers should have tossed me on their 

pikes, 
Before I would have granted to that act. 
But thou preferr'st thy life before thine hon- 
or : [self, 
And, seeing thou dost, I here divorce my- 
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 
Until that act of parliament be repeaPd, 
Whereby my son is disinherited. [colors, 
The northern lords, that have forsworn thy 
Will follow mine, if once they see them 
spread : [grace. 
And spread they shall be ; to thy foul dis- 
And utter ruin ot the house of York, [away ; 
Thus do I leave ihee. — Come, son, let's 
Our army is ready ; come, we'll after them. 
K, Hen. Stav, gentle Margaret, and hear 

me speak. 
Q, Mar, Thou hast spoke too much al- 
ready ; get thee gone. 
K* Hen, Gentle son Edward, thou wilt 

stay with me ? 
Q Mar, Ay, to be mUrder'd by his ene- 
mies, [the field 
Prince, When I return with victory from 
111 see your grace : till then, Til follow her. 
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Q, Mar, Come, son, away; we may not 
linger thus. 

[Exeunt Q. Mar. and the Princb. 

K. Hen, Poor queen ! how love to me, 

and to her son, 
Hath made her break out into terms of rage ! 
Revenged may she be on that hateful duke ; 
Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire. 
Will cost my crown, and, like an empty eagle, 
Tire on the flesh of me and of my son 1 
The loss of those three lords torments my 

heart : 
ril write unto them, and entreat them fair ; — 
Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger. 
Exe. And I, I hope, sltall reconcile them 

all. [Exeunt. 



SCENE U,—A Room in Sandal Castle, near 
Wakefield, in Yorkshire; 

Enter Edward, Richard, and Montague. 

Rick. Brother, though I be youngest, give 
me leave. 

Edw, No, I can better play the orator. 

Mont, But I have reasons strong and forc- 
ible. 

Enter Youk, 

York. Why, how now, sons and brother^ 
at a strife ? 
What is your quarrel ? how began it first ? 
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Edw* No quarrel, but a slight contentioa 
Yofk. About what ? 

Rich, About that which concerns your 

grace, and us ; [^ours. 

The crown of England, father, which is 

York. Mine, boy? not till king Henry be 

dead. 
Rich, Your right depends not on his life, 

or death. 
Edw, Now you are heir, therefore enjoy 
it now : [breathe, 

By giving the house of Lancaster leave to 
It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

York. I tooic an oath that he should quiet- 
ly reign. » 
Edw. But for a kingdom any oath may be 
broken : [year. 

I would break a thousand oaths to reign one 
Rich. No ; God forbid your grace should 

be forsworn. 
York. I shall be if I claim by open war 
Rich. I'll prove the contrary, if you'll hear 

me speak. 
York. Thou canst not, son ; it is impos- 
sible. 
Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not 
took 
Before a true and lawful magistrate, 
That hath authority over him that swears : 
Henry had none, but did usurp the place ; 
Then, seeing 'twas he that made you to de- 
pose, 
Your oath^ my lord, is vain and frivolous. 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



%2 K, HENRY PL—Pt, III, ACT I. 

Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but 

think 
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown ; 
Within whose circuit is Elysium, 
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot rest, 
Until the white rose that I wear be dyed 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's 
heart. 
York, Richard, enough ; I will be king, or 
die. 
brother, thou shalt to London presently. 
And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. 
Thou, Richard, shalt unto the duke of Nor- 
folk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, shall unto my lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentishmen will willingly 

rise : 
In them I trust ; for they are soldiers, 
Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit. 
While you are thus employed, what resteth 

more. 
But that I seek occasion how to rise, 
And yet the king not privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the nouse of Lancaster ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

But, Stay ; what news ? why com*st thou in 

such post ? 
Mess. The queen, with all the northern 

earls and lords. 
Intend here to besiege you in your casi;W 
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She is hard by with twenty thousand men ; 
And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 
York. Ay, with my sword. What ! think'st 

thou that we fear them ? [me ; 

£dward and Richard, you shall stay with 
My brother Montague shall post to London : 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest. 
Whom we have left protectors of the king, 
With powerful policy strengthen themselves. 
And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths. 
Mont Brother, I go ; Til win them, fear 

it not : 
And thus most humbly I do take my leave. 

Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 

York, Sir John, and sir Hugh Mortimer, 
mine uncles ! 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour ; 
The army of the queen mean to besiege us. 
Sir John, She shall not need, we'll meet 

her in the field. 
York, What, with five thousand men ? 
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a 
need. 
A woman's general ; what should we fear ?. 

\A march afar cff, 

Edw, I hear their drums; let's set our 
men in order \ 
And issue forth, and bid them battle straight 
York. Five men to twenty! — though the 
odds be great, 
I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 
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Many a battle have I won In France, . 
When as the enemy hath been ten to one ; 
Why should I not now have the like success? 

\Alarum, Exeunt, 



SCENE IW.^Plains near Sandal Castle. 

Alarums; excursions. Enter KuTumn, and his 
Tutor. 

Rut Ah, whither shall I fly to 'scape their 
hands ? 
Ah, tutor ! look where bloody Clifford comes ! 

Enter Clifford and Soldiers. 
Clif> Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves 
thy life. 
As for the brat of this accursM duke, 
Whose father slew my father, he shall die. . 
Tut, And I, my lord, will bear him com- 
pany. 
Clif, Soldiers, away with him. 
Tut, Ah, Clifford! murder not this inno- 
cent child, 
Lest thou be hated both of God and man. 

\Exit J forced off by Soldiers. 
Clif, How now! is he dead already.^ Oris 
it fear [them. 

That makes him close his eyes ?-^ril open 
Rut, So looks the pent-up lion o'ci the 
wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws : 
And so he walks, insulting o'er his prcj ; 
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And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder. 
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword, 
And not with such a cruel threatening look. 
Sweet Cli£Eord, hear me speak before I die : 
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath ; 
Be thou revenged on men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou speak'st, poor boy; my 

father's blood [should enter. 

Hath stopped the passage where thy words 

liut. Then let my father's blood open it 
again ; 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 

Clif, Had I thy brethren here, their live* 
and thine 
Were not revenge sufficient for me ; 
No, if I digff'd up thy forefathers' graves, 
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains. 
It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my 

heart. 
The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to torment my soui ; 
And till I root out their accursed line. 
And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 
Therefore — [Lifting his hand. 

Rut. O, let me pray before I take my 
death :— 
To thee, I pray : sweet Clifford, pity me ! 

Clif, Such pity as my rapier's point affords. 

Rut. I never did thee harm : why wilt thou 
slay me ? 

Clif Thy father hath. 

Rut. But 'twas ere I was boriL 

Thou hast one son, for his sake, pity me ; 
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Lest in revenge thereof. — sith God is just, — 

He be as miserably slain as I. 

Ah, let me live in prison all my days ; 

And when I give occasion of offence, 

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cattsOi 

Clif. No cause ? 
Thy father slew my father ; therefore, die. 

[Clifford stabs him. 

Rut, Dtfactant, laudis summa sti ista 

tua! V>*^' 

Clif, Plantagenet ! I come, Plantagenet ! 

And this thy son's blood, cleaving to my 

blade, 
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood, 
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off 
both. \ExiL 

SCENE lV,^Thesame. 
Alarum, Enter York. 

York, The 'army of the queen hath got tlM 

field; 
My uncles both ;ire slain in rescuing me ; 
And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn back, and fly, like ships before the wind. 
Or lambs pursued by hunger-starved wolves. 
My sons — God knows what hath bechanced 

them : fselves 

But this I know, — ^thcy have demean'a them* 
Like men bom to renown, by life, or death. 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me ; 
And thrice cntd^—Courage^ father I Jigki ^ 

out/ 
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And fun ts oft came Edward to my 8id% 
With purple falchion, painted to the hilt 
in blood of those that had encountered bhn: 
And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 
Richard cried, — Charg$! -and give no foot 
of ground! \tomb / 

And cried, — A crown, cr else a glorious 
d sceptre^ or an earthly sepulchre / 
With this, we charged again : but, out, alas ! 
We bodged again: as I have seen a swan 
With bootless labor swim against the tide. 
And spend her strength with over-matching 

waves. [-^ short alarttm withitt 

Ah, hark, the fatal followers do pursue ; 
And I am faint, and cannot % their furj : 
And were I strong I would not shun their 

fury: 
The sands are number'd that make up my life ; 
Here must I stay, and here my life must en a 

BnUr Queen Margaret, Clifford, Northum- 
berland, and Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford, — rough Northumbe^ 

land, — 
I dare your quenchless fury to more rage ; 
1 am your butt, and I abide your shot. 
North, Yield to our mercy, proud Planta- 

genet. 
Suf, Ay, to such mercy as his ruthless 

arm, [father. 

With downright payment, showed unto my 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car. 
And made an evening at the noontide prick. 
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York, My ashes, as the j^obdIx, may bring- 
forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all : 
And in that hope I throw mine eyes to 

heaveui 
Scorning whatever you can afflict me with. 
Why come you not ? what 1 multitudes, and 

fear? 
Clif, So cowards fight^ when they can fly no 

further ; 
So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons ; 
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their 

lives, 
Breathe out invectives 'gainst the officers. 
York, O Clifford, but bethink thee once 

again. 
And in thy thought o'errun my former time : 
And, if thou canst for blushing, view this 

face ; [cowardice. 

And bite thy tongue, that slanders him with 
Whose frown hath made thee faint and fly 

ere this. 
Clif, I will not bandy with thee word for 

word ; 
But buckle with thee blows twice two for 

one. [Draws 

Q, Mar. Hold, valiant Gifford! for a 

thousand causes, 
I would prolong awhile the traitor's life :— 
Wrath makes him deaf; speak thou. Nor- 

thumberland. 
North. Hold, Clifford ; do not honor hini 

to much 
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To prick thy finger, though to wound hU 

heart: 
What valor were it when a cur doth grin 
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth^ 
When he might spurn him with his fool 

away? 
It is war's prize to take all vantages ; 
And ten to one is no impeach of valor. 

[ They lay hands on York, who struggUu 
Clif, Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with 

the gin. ^ 

North, So doth the coney struggle in the 

net. [York is tMen prisoner^ 

York, So triumph thieves upon their con* 

quer'd booty; [matched. 

So true men yield, with robbers so o*er« 

North, What would your grace have done 

unto him now ? ' 
Q, Mar, Brave warriors, CKflEord and Nor* 

thumberiand, [here ; 

Come, make him stand upon this molehill 
That raught at mountains with outstretched 

arms, 
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand. 
What ! was it you that would be England's 

king? 
Was*t you that revelPd in. our parliament, 
And made a preachment of your high de» 

scent ? 
Where are your mess of sons, to back yo« 

now r 
The wanton Edward, and the lusty George ? 
And Where's that valiant crook-back prooigyi 

Digitized by «^OOgfe 



|0 K. HENRY VL-^Pt, IIL acti. 

Dicky your b<^y, that, with his grumbling 

voice, 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ? 
Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rut* 

land ? [blood 

Look, York ; I stain'd this napkin with the 
That vah'ant CllfiEord, with his rapier's point, 
Made issue from the bosom of the boy : 
And, if thine eyes can water for his death, 
I gire thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 
Alas, poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly, 
1 should lament thy miserable state. 
I pr'ythee, grieve, to make me merry, York. 
What, hath thy fiery heart so parch'd thine 

entrails, 
That not a tear can fall for Rutland*s death ? 
Why art thou patient, man ? thou shouldst 

be mad ; 
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 
Stamp, rave and fret that I may sing and 

dance. [sport ; 

Thou wouldst be fee*d, I see, to make me 
York cannot speak unless he wear a crown. 
A crown for York j — ^and, lords, bow low to 

him. 
Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on. 

[Putting a paper crown on his head* 

Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a kine ! 
Ay, this is he that took king Henry*s chair ; 
And this is he was his adopted heir. 
But how is it that great Plantagenet [oath? 
Is crown'd so soon, and broke his solemn 
As I bethink me you should not be king 
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Till our king Henry had shook hands with 

death. 
And will vou pale your head in Henry's glory. 
And rob nis temples of the diadem. 
Now in his life, against your holv oath ? 
O, 'tis a fault too too unpardonable 1 
Off with the crown ; and, with the crown, his 

head ; [dead. 

And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him 

Clif. That is my office, for my father's 

sake, 
g. Mar. Nay, stay ; let's hear the orisons 

he makes. 
York, She-wolf of France, but worse than 

wolves of France, [tooth I 

Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's 
How ill*beseeming is it in th^ sex 
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull. 
Upon their woes whom fortune captivates I 
But that thy face is, vizor-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 
I would assay, proud queen, to make thee 

blush : [rived. 

To tell thee whence thou cam'st, of whom de* 
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert 

thou not shameless. 
Thy father bears the type of king of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils, ana Jerusalem, 
Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to in- 
sult ? [queen ; 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud 
Unless the adage must be verified. 
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That beggars, mounted, run their horse to 

death. 
'Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud ; 
But God he knows thy share thereof is small: 
'Tis virtue that doth make them most ad- 
mired ; 
The contrary doth make thee wondered at : 
'Tis government that makes them seem di- 
vine ; 
The want thereof makes the« abominable : 
Thou art as opposite to every good 
As the Antipodes are unto us. 
Or as the south to the septentrion. 
O, tiger's heart, wrapp'd m a woman's hide ! 
How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the 

child, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 
And yet be seen to bear a woman's face ? 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 
Thou, stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorse- 
less, [thy wish : 
Bidd'st thou me rage ? whv, now thou hast 
Wouldst have me weep ? why, now thou hast 

thy will : 
For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 
And when the rage allays the rain begins. . 
These tears are my sweet Rutland's obse- 
quies ; 
And every drop cries vengeance for his death, 
'Gainst thee, fell Clifford, and thee, false 
Frenchwoman. [me so 

North, Beshrew me, but his passions move 
That hardly can I check my eyes from tears. 
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York. That face of his the hungry can- 
nibals [stain 'd with blood ; 
VV^ould not have touch 'd, would not have 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 
O, ten times more, than tigers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears*. 
This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet 

boy. 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this : 
\Hc^es back the handkerchief 
And, if thou tell'st the heavy story right, 
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears ; 
Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears, 
And say, — AlaSy it was a piteous deed! — 
There, take the crown, and with the crown 

my curse ; 
And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand ! 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the 

world. 
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your 
heads 1 
North* Had he been slaughterman to all 
my kin, 
I should not for my life but weep with him, 
To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 
Q, Mar, What, weeping-ripe, my lord 
Northumberland ? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 
Clif. Here's for my oath, here's for my 
father's death. {StabHnghim^ 
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Q, Mar. And here's to right our j^entle- 

hearted king. [Stabbtng Aim, 

York, Open thy gate of mercy, gracious 

God ! [out thee. 

My soul flies through these wounds to seek 

[Dies. 
Q, Afar, Off with his head, and set it on 
York gates ; 
So York may overlook the town of York. 

VSauunt 



ACT II. 

SCENE l,^A Plain near Mortimer's Crosi 
in Herefordshire. 

Drums, Bnttr Edward and Richard, wHh thtvr 
Forces, marching, 

Edward, 

WONDER how our princely fath- 
er ^scaped ; [or no, 
Or whether he be 'scaped away. 
From Clifford's and Northumber- 
land's pursuit ; [the news ; 
Had he been ta'en, we should have heard 
Had he been slain, we should have heard the 
news ; [heard 
Or, had he 'scaped, methinks we should have 
The happy tidings of his good escape. 
How fares my b'-other ? whv is he So sad ? 
Rich. I cannot joy, urtii I be resolved 
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Where our right valiant father is become. 
I saw him in the battle range about ; [forth. 
And watch'd him, how he singled Clifford 
Methought, he bore him in the thickest troop 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat : 
Or as a bear, encompassed round with dogs ; 
Who having pinch'd a few, and made them 

cry. 
The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 
So fared our father with his enemies ; 
So fled his enemies my warlike father ; 
Methinks, 'tis prize enough to be his son. • 
See how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun ! 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 
Trjmm'd like a younker, prancing to his love. 
Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three 

suns ? 
J^i'c/i. Three glorious suns, each one a 

perfect sun ; 
Not separated with the racking clouds. 
But sever'd in a pale clear-shining sky. 
See, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to 

kiss, 
As if they vow'd some league inviolable : 
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one 

sun. 
In this the heaven figures some event. 
Edw. *Tis wondrous strange, the like yet 

never heard of. 
I think it cites us, brother, to the field ; 
That we, the sons ot brave Plantagenet, 
Each one already Diazmg by our meeds. 
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Should, notwithstanding, join our lights to- 
gether, 

And over-shine the earth, as this the world. 

Whatever it bodes, henceforward will I bear 

Upon my target three fair-shining suns. 
Rich. Nay, bear three daughters ; by your 
leave I speak it, 

You love the breeder better than the male. 

EnUr a Messenger. 

But what art thou, whose heavy looks fore- 
^ tell 

Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ? 
Mess, Ah, one tnat was a woeful looker* 
on, 
Whenas the noble duke of York was slain, 
Your princely father, and my loving lord. 
Edw, O, speak no more ! for I have heard 

too much. 
Rich. Say how he died, for I will hear it 

all. 
Mess. Environed he was with many foes ; 
And stood against them, as the hope of Troy 
Against the Greeks that would have enter'd 

Troy. 
But Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 
And many strokes, though with a little axe, 
Hew down and fell the hardest-timber'd oak. 
By many hands your father was subdued ; 
But only slaugliter'd by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford and the queen : 
Who crown'd the gracious duke, in high de> 
spite ; 
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taugh'd in his face ; and, when with grief he 

wept, 
The ruthless queen gave him, to dry his 

cheeks, 
A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young Rutland, by rough ClifiEord 

slain : 
And, after many scorns, many foul taunts, 
They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same ; and there it doth remain* 
The saddest spectacle that e'er I view'd. 
Edw, Sweet duke of York, our prop to 

lean upon, [stay 1 

Now thou art gone, we have no staiff, no 
O Clifford, boisterous Clifford, thou hast 

slain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry ; 
And treacherously hast thou vanquish^ him, 
For, hand to hand, he would have vanquished 

thee ! 
Now my souPs palace is become a prison t 
Ah, would she break irom hence ! that this 

my body 
Might in the ground be closM up in rest: 
For never henceforth shall I joy a^ain, 
Never, O never, shall I see more joy. 
. Rich. I cannot weep; for all my body's 

moisture [heart : 

Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning 
Nor can mv tongue unload my heart's great 

burcien ; [withal, 

For self-same wind, that I should speak 
Is kindling coals that fire all my breast, 
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And burn me up with flames that tears woirid 

quench. 
To weep is to make less the depth of g^ief : 
Tears, then, for babes ; blows and revenge 

forme!— [death, 

Richard, I bear thy name, TU venge thy 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 
Edw. His name that valiant duke hath left 

with thee ; 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left 
Rich, Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's 

bird, 
Show thy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun : 
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom 

say ; 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 

March. Enter Warwick and Montague, with 
Forces. 

War, How now, fair lords? what fare? 

what news abroad ? 
Rich. Great lord of Warwick, if we should 
recount [erancc . 

Our baleful news, and at each word's deliv* 
Stab poniards in our flesh, till all were told. 
The words would add more anguish than the 

wounds. 
O valiant lord, the duke of York is slain. 
Edw, O Warwick ! Warwick ! that Plan- 
tagenet [tion, 

Which held thee dearly as his souPs redemp. 
Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death. 
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War, Ten dajrs ago I drown'd these news 
in tears : 
And now, to add more measure to your woes, 
I come to tell you things sith then befallen. 
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 
Where your brave rather breathed his latest 

gasp. 
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run, 
Were brought me of your loss, and his de- 
part. 
I then in London, keeper of the kine. 
Mustered my soldiers, gather'd nocks <rf 

friends, 
[And ytx"^ well appointed, as I thought,] 
March'd towards Saint Albans to mtercept 

the queen. 
Bearing the king in my behalf along : 
For by my scouts I was advertised 
That she was coming with a full intent 
To dash our late decree in parliament. 
Touching king Henry's oath and your suc- 
cession. 
Short tale to make, — we at Saint Albans met. 
Our battles joined, and both sides fiercely 

fought : 
But, whether 'twas the coldness of the king, 
Who iook'd full gently on his warlike queen. 
That robb'd my soldiers of their heated 

spleen ; 
Or whether 'twas report of her success ; 
Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigor. 
Who thunders to his captives — blood and 
death, 
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I. cannot judge : but, to conclude with truth, 
Their weapons like to lightning came and 

went ; 
Our soldiers' — like the night-owl's lazy flight, 
Or like a lazy thresher with a flail — 
Fell gently down, as if they struck their 

friends. 
I cheer'd them up with justice of our cause, 
With promise of high pay and great rewards : 
But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight. 
And we, in them, no hope to win the day, 
So that we fled : the king unto the queen ; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and my- 
self. 
In haste, post-haste, are come to join with 

you; 
For in the marches here, we heard, you were 
Making another head to fight a^in. 
Edw, Where is the duke of Norfolk, gen- 
tle Warwick ? [England ? 
And when came George from Burgundy to 
War, Some six miles off the duke is with 
the soldiers : 
And for your brother, he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy, 
With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 
Mch, *Twas odds, belike, when valiant 
Warwick fled : 
Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit. 
But ne'er, till now, his scandal of retire. 
War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost 
thou hear ; [mine 
For thou shalt know, this strong right handq^ 
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Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry'i 

head, 
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist, 
Were he as famous and as bold in war 
As he is famed for mildness, peace, and 

prayer. 
Rich, I know it well, lord Warwick : blame 

me not ; 
•Tis love I bear thy glories makes me speak. 
But, in this troublous time, what^s to be aon« ? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel. 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning 

gowns, 
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads? 
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms ? 
If for the last, say, Ay, and to it, lords. 
War, Why, therefore Warwick came to 

seek you out ; 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen. 
With Clifford and the haught Northumber- 
land, 
And of their feather many more proud birds, 
Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax. 
He swore consent to your succession. 
His oath enrolled in the parliament ; 
And now to London all the crew are gone. 
To frustrate both his oath, and what Beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster- 
Their power, I think, is thirty thousand 

strong : 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself 
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With ail the friends that thou, brave earl of 

March, 
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure. 
Will but amount to five-and-twenty thousand. 
Why, Via / to London will we march amain ; 
And once again bestride our foaming steeds. 
And once again cry — Charge upon our foes f 
But never once again turn back and fly. 
Rich. Ay, now, me thinks, I hear great 

Warwick speak : 
Ne'er may he live to see a sunshine day 
That cries — Retire^ if Warwick bid him stajr. 
Edw, Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will 

I lean ; [hour !) 

And when thou faiPst (as God forbid the 
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven for- 

fend ! [of York ; 

War, No longer earl of March, but duke 
The next degree is England's royal throne ; 
For king of England shalt thou be pro- 
claimed 
In every borough as we pass along ; 
And he that throws not up his cap for joy 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown, 
But sound the trumpets, and about our task* 
Rich, Then, Clifford, were thy heart as 

hard as steel, 
(As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds,) 
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 
Edw, Then strike up, drums ; — God, and 

Saint George, for us ! 
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Bnitr a Messenger. 

War. How now ? what news ? 
Mess, The duke of Norfolk sends you 
word by me, 
The queen is coming with a puissant host ; 
, ^Ji craves your company for speedy counsel 
War. Why, then it sorts, brave warriors , 
let's away. \Ex*unt^ 

SCENE II.— ^</bnf York. 

Enter King Hbnry, Queen Margaret, M^PRiitct 
OP Wales, Clifford, and NoRTHUMBERLicrD. 
with Forces, 

Q. Mar, Welcome, my lord, to this brav^ 

town of York. 
Yonder's the head of that arch-enemjr 
That sought to be encompassed with your' 

crown : [lord ? 

Doth not the object cheer your heart, my 

A'. Hen, Ay, as the rocks cheer them tha. 

fear their wreck ; — 
To see this sight, it irks my very soul, [fault. 
Withhold revenge, dear God f His not my 
Nor wittingly have I infringed my vow. 

C/tf. My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity must be laid aside. 
To whom do lions cast their gentle looks ? 
Not to the beast that would usurp their dea 
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick } 
Not his that spoils her young before her 

face. • [sting ? 

Who 'scapes the lurking serpent's mortal 
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Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 
The smallest worm will turn being trodden 
on ; [brood. 

And doves will peck in safeguard of their 
Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 
Thou smiling, while he knit his angry brows: 
He, but a duke, would have his son a king, 
And raise his issue, like a loving sire ; 
Thou, being a king, bless'd with a goodly son, 
Didst yield consent to disinherit him, 
Which argued thee a most unloving father. 
Unreasonable creatures feed their young; 
And though man's face be fearful to their 

eyes, 
Yet, in protection of their tender ones. 
Who hath not seen them (even with those 
wings [ful flight) 

Which sometime they have used with fear- 
Make war with him that climbed unto their 
nest, [fence ? 

Offering their own lives in their young's de- 
For shame, my liege, make them your prece- 
dent ! 
Were it not pity that this goodly boy 
Should lose his birthright by his father's 

fault ; 
And long hereafter say unto his child, — 
What my ^eat-grandfather and grandsire 

My careless father fondly gave away f [boy ; 
An, what a shame were wis ! Look on tno 
And let his manly face, which promiseth 
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart 
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To hold thine own, and leave thine own with 

him. 
K, Hen. Full well hath Clifford play'd the 

orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 
But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear 
That things ill got had ever bad success ? 
And happy always was it for that son. 
Whose father for his hoarding went to hell ? 
rii leave my son my virtuous deeds behind; 
And 'would my father had left me no more ! 
For all the rest is held at such a rate 
As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep^ 
Than in possession any jot of pleasure. 
Ah, cousin York ! ^would thy best friends did 

know [here ! 

How it doth grieve me that thy head is 
. Q. Mar, My lord, cheer up your spirits ; 

our foes are nigh, [faint. 

And this soft courage makes your followers 
You promised knighthood to our forward 

son ; [ently. 

Unshaathe your sword, and dub him pres- 
Edward, kneel down. 
K, Hen. Edward Plantagenet, arise a 

knight ; [right 

And learn this lesson, — draw thy sword in 

Prince, My gracious father, by your kingly 

leave, 
1*11 draw it as apparent to the crown. 
And in that quarrel use it to the death. 
> Clif. Why, that is spoken like a toward 

prince. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Royal commanders, be in readiness : 
For, with a band of thirty thousand men, 
Comes Warwick backing of the duke of York; 
And in the towns, as they do march along, 
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him ; 
Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 
Clif> I would your highness would depart 
the field ; [absent. 

The queen hath best success when you are 
Q, Mar, Ay, good my lord, and leave us 

to our fortune. 
K. Hen, Why, that's my fortune too ; 

therefore I'll stay. 
North. Be it with resolution then to fight. 
Prince, My royal father, cheer these noble 
lords. 
And hearten those that fight in your defence t 
Unsheathe your sword, good father ; cry, 
Saint George / 

March, Enter Edward, George, Richard, War- 
wick, Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 

Edw, Now, perjured Henry ! wilt thou 
kneel for grace, 
And set thy diadem upon my head ; 
Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ? 
Q^ Mar, Go, rate thy minions^ proud la* 
suiting boy ! 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms, 
Before thy sovereign, and thy lawful king ? 
fidw, I am his king, and he should oow 
his knee : 
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I was adopted heir by his consent: 

Since then, his oath is broke ; for, as I hear, 

You^ that are king though he do wear the 

crown, 
Have caused him, by new act of parliament* 
To blot out me and put his own son in. 

Clif. And reason too ; 
Who should succeed the father but the son ? 
Rich. Are you there, butcher ? — O, I can^ 

not speak ! 
Clif. Ay, crook-back ; here I stand, to 
answer thee, 
Or any he the proudest of thv sort 
Rich, Twas you that killed young Rut- 
land, was it not ? 
Clif, Ay, and old York, and yet not sat^ 

isfied. 
Rich. For God's sake, lords, give signa) to 

the fight. 
War, What say'st thou, Henry, wilt thou 

yield the crown ? 
Q. Mar, Why, how now, long-tongued 
Warwick, aare you speak ? 
When you and I met at Saint Albans last, 
Your legs did better service than vour hands. 
War, Then 'twas my turn to ny, and now 

'tis thine. 
Clif, You said so much before, and yet 

you fled. 
War, 'Twas not your valor, Clifford, 

drove me thence. 
North, No, nor your manhood that durst 
make you stay. 
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Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee rever- 
ently ; 
Break off the parley ; for scarce I can refraiik 
The execution of my big-swoln heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 
Clif. I slew thy father : calPst thou him a 

child ? 

Rich. Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous 

coward, 

As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ; 

But, ere sunset, I'll make thee curse the deed. 

K. Hen, Have done with words, my lords^ 

and hear me speak. 
Q, Mar, Defy them then, or else hold 

close thy lips. 
K, Hen. I pr'ythee, give no limits to my 
tongue ; 
1 am a king, and privileged to speak. 
Clif, My liege, the wound that bred this 
meeting here 
Cannot be cured by words ; therefore be still. 
Rich, Then, executioner, unsheathe thy 
sword : 
By Him that made us all, I am resolved 
That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 
Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my right or 
no.^ 
A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day 
That ne'er shall dine unless thou yield the 
crown. 
War, If thou deny, their blood upon thy 
head ; 
For York m justice puts his armor on. 
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Prince^ If that be right which Warwick 
says is right, 
There is no wrong, but everything is right 
Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother 
stands ; 
For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother's 
tongue. 
Q, Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire 
nor dam ; 
But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatic, 
Mark'd by the destinies to be avoided, 
As venom toads, or lizards* dreadful stings. 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with English 
gilt, 
Whose father bears the title of a king, 
(As if a channel should be call'd the sea,) 
Shamest thou not, knowing whence thou art 

extraught. 
To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart ? 
Edtu* A wisp of straw were worth a thou- 
sand crowns. 
To piake this shameless callet know herself. 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou. 
Although thy husband may be Menelaus ; 
And ne°er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 
By that false woman as this king by thee. 
His father revell'd in the heart of France, 
And tamed the king, and made the dauphin 

stoop: 
And had he matched according to his state. 
He might have kept that glory to this day : 
But when he took a beggar to his bed. 
And graced thy poor sire with his bridal day. 
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Even then that sanshine brew'd a shower 
for him, [France, 

That washed his father's fortunes forth dt 
And heap'd sedition on his crown at home. 
For what hath broach'd this tumult but thy 
pride? [slept: 

Hadst thou been meek, our title still had 
And we, in pity of the gentle king, 
Had slipp'd our claim until another age. 
Gio, But when we saw our sunshine made 
thy spring, 
And that thy summer bred us no increase, 
We set the axe to thy usurping root : 
And though the edge hath something hit our- 
selves, [strike, 
Yet, know thou, since we have begun to 
We*ll never leave till we have hewn thee 
down, [bloods. 
Or bathed thy growing with our heated 
Edw, And, in this resolution, I defy thee ; 
Not willing anjr longer conference. 
Since thou deniest the gentle king to speak. 
Sound trumpets! — ^let our bloody colors 

wave ! — 
And either victory, or else a grave. 
Q, Mar, Stay, Edward. 
Edw. No, wrangling woman ; we'll no lon- 
ger stay : 
These words will cost ten thousand lives to- 
day \Bx€unt 
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SCENE III.— ^ Field 0/ Battle between 
Towton and Saxton tn Yorkshire. 

Alarums; excursions, ^m/^ Warwick. 

War^ Forspent with toil, as runners with 

a race, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe : 
For strokes received, and many blows repaid. 
Have robb*d my strong-knit sinews of their 

strength. 
And, spite of spite, needa must I rest awhile* 

Enter Bdward, running. 

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven ! or strike, un- 
gentle death 1 [clouded. 
For this world frowns, and Edward's sun is 
War. How now, my lord? what hap? 
what hope of good ? 

Enter George. 
Geo, Our hap is loss, our hope but sad de*^ 
spair; 
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us : 
What counsel give you, whither shall we fly ? 
Edw. Bootless is flight; they follow us 
with wings ; 
And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou with- 
drawn thyself ? [drunk,. 
Thy brother's blood the thirsty cartft hatb 
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Broach 'd with the steely point of Clifford's 

lance: 
And, in the very pangs of death, he cried,— 
Like to a dismal clangor heard from afar, 
Warwick, revenge I brother^ revenge my 

death I 
So, underneath the belly of their steeds, 
That stain'd their fetlocks in his smoking 

blood, 
The noble gentleman gave up the ghost 
War, Then let the earth be drunken with 

our blood : 
1*11 kill my horse, because I will not fly. 
Why stand we like soft-hearted women here, 
Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage ; 
And look upon, as if the tragedy 
Were play'd in jest by counterfeiting actors? 
Here on my knee I vow to God above, 
I'll never pause again, never stand still. 
Till either death hath closed these eyes of 

mine, 
Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 
Edw, O Warwick, I do bend my knee with 

thine ; 
And, in this vow, do chain my soul to thine ; 
And, ere my knee rise from the earth's cold 

face, [Thee, 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to 
Thou setter-up and plucker-down of kings ! 
Beseeching Thee, if with thy will it stands 
That to my foes this body must be prey, 
Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope. 
And give sweet passage to my sinful soul I 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



sc. IV K. HENRY VL'-Pt. Ill, 53 

Now, lords, take Icavef until we meet again, 
Where'er it be, in heaven, or on earth. 
Rich, Brother, give me thy hand; — and> 
gentle Warwick, 
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms ; 
I, that did never weep, now melt with woe. 
That winter should cut off our spring-time so. 
War. Away, away ! Once more, sweet 

lords, farewell. 
Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops, 
And give them leave to fly that will not stay ;. 
And call them pillars that will stand to us ; 
And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian games : 
This may plant courage in their quailing 

breasts ; 
For yet is hope of life, and victory. 
Fore-slow no longer, make we hence amam. 

{Exeunt^ 



SCENE W.^The same. Another part 0/ 
the Field, 

Excursions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich, Now, Clifford, I have singled thee 
alone : 
Suppose this arm is for the duke of York, 
And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge^ 
Wert thou environed with a brazen wall. 
Clif, Now, Richard, I am with thee hert 
alone; 
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This is the hand that stabb'd thy father 
York ; [Rutland ; 

And this the hand that slew thy brother 
And here's the heart that triumphs in their 
death, [and brother, 

And cheers these hands that slew thy sire 
To execute the like upon thyself ; 
And. so, have at thee. 
\They fight. "W KKvriCYi enters : ClAFTOKP fiies. 
Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other 
chase ; 
For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE \ , --Another part of the Field, 

Alarum. Enter Kino Henry. 

K. Hen. This battle fares like to the 
morning's war, [light ; 

When dyine clouds contend with growing 
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails. 
Can neither call it 'perfect day nor night. 
Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea, 
Forced by the tide to combat with the wind ; 
Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea. 
Forced to retire by fury of the wind : 
Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the 

wind : 
Now, one the better ; then, another best ; 
Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast. 
Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered : 
So is the equal poise of this fell war. 
Here on this molehill will I sit me down. 
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To whom God will, there be the victory ! 
For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too, 
•Have chid me from the battle ; swearing both 
They prosper best of all when I am thence. 
'Would I were dead ! if God\s will were so : 
For what is in this world but grief and woe ? 
O God ! methinks it were a happy life, 
To be no better than a homely swain : 
To sit upon a hill, as I do now, 
To carve out dials quaintly, point by point. 
Thereby to see the minutes how they run : 
How many make the- hour full complete. 
How many hours bring about the day. 
How many days will finish up the year, 
How many years a mortal man may live. 
When this is known, then to divide the times; 
So many hours must I tend my flock ; 
So many hours must I take my rest ; 
So many hours must I contemplate ; 
So many hours must I sport myself ; 
So many days my ewes have been with young} 
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 
So many years ere I shall shear the fleece ; 
So minutes, hours, days, months, and years, 
Pass'd over to the end they were created. 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 
Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet ! how 

lovely ! 
Gives not the hawthorn-bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, 
Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy 
To kings, that fear their subjects' treachery? 
O, yes it doth ; 9 thousand-fold it doth. 
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And to conclude, — the shepherd's homely 

curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 
His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade^' 
All which secure and sweetly he enjoys. 
Is far beyond a prince's delicates, 
His viands sparWing in a golden cup, 
His body couched in a curious bed, 
When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him; 
Alarum* Enter a Son who has killed his Father, 
dragging in the dead body. 

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits no- 
body, [fight. 
This man, whom hand to hand I slew in 
May be possessed with some store of crowns : 
And I, that haply take them from him now, 
May yet ere night yield both my life and 
them [me. 
To some man else, as this dead man doth 
Who's this ? — O God i it is my father's face. 
Whom in this conflict I unawares have kilPd. 
O heavy times, begetting such events ! 
From London by the king was I press'd forth; 
My father, being the earl of Warwick's man. 
Came on the part of York, press'd by his 

master ; 
And I, who at his hands received my life. 
Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did ! 
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee ! 
My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks; 
And no more words, till they have flow'q 
their fill. 
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K, Hen, O piteous spectacle ! O bloody 

times! 
Whiles lions war, and battle for their dens. 
Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity. 
Weep, wretched man, PU aid thee, tear for 

tear; 
And let our hearts, and eyes, like civil war, 
Be blind with tears, and break overcharged 

with grief. 

Bnter a Father who kas kilUd his Son, with thi Mf 
in his arms. 

Fath. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted 

me, 
Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold ; 
For I have bought it with an hundred blows. 
But let me see : — is this our foeman's ^ce ? 
Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son ! 
Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee. 
Throw up thine eye ; see, see, what showeri 

arise, 
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart, 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and 

heart! 
Or pity, God, this miserable age ! 
What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural. 
This deadly quarrel dailv doth beget ! 
O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon. 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late I 
K* Hen, Woe above woe ! grief more than 

common grief ! [deeds 1 

Of that my death would stay these ruthM 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



58 K. HENR Y VL-^Pt, III. / ct ii. 

O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity ! 
The red rose and the white are on his face» 
The fatal colors of our striving houses : 
The one, his purple blood right well resem* 

bles ; 
The other, his pale cheeks, methinks, present: 
Wither one rose, and let the other flourish J 
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 
Son, How will my mother, for a father's 
death. 
Take on with me, and ne'er be satisfied ! 
Fath, How will my wife, for slaughter ol 
my son. 
Shed seas of tears, and ne'er be satisfied ! 
K, Hen, How will the country, for these 
woeful chances. 
Mis-think the king, and not be satisfied ! 
Son, Was ever son so rued a Other's 

death ? 
Fath, Was ever father so bemoan'd his 

son ? 
K. Hen, Was ever king so grieved for sub- 
jects* woe ? [much. 
I^uch is your sorrow; mine, ten times so 
Son, V\\ bear thee hence, where I may 
weep my fill. [Extt, with tkg body. 
Fath, These arms of mine shall be thy 
winding-sheet ; 
My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre; 
Foi from my heart thine image ne'er shall 

My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell ; 
And so obsequious will thy father be. 
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Sad for the loss of thee, having no more, 

As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 

rU bear thee hence ; and let them fight that 

will, 
For I have murder'd where I should not kill. 
[Exit^ with th* body. 
K. Hen, Sad4iearted men, much overgone 
with care, 
Here sits a king more woeful than you are. 

Alarums, excursions. Enter Qubbn Margarbt, 
Princb op Walbs, and Exbtbr. 

Prince. Fly, father, fly ! for all your friends 

are fled. 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull : 
Away ? for death doth hold us in pursuit. 
Q, Mar. Mount you, my lord; towards 

Berwick post amain : [hounds 

Edward and Richard, like a brace of grey- 
Having the fearful flying hare in sight,^ 
With fiery eyes, sparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody steel grasp'd in their ireful 

hands, 
Are at onr backs ; and therefore hence amain. 
Exe. Awavl for vengeance comes along 

with tnem : 
Na)r, stay not to expostulate, make speed ; 
Or else come after, HI away before. 
K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good 

sweet Exeter ; 
Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 
Whither the queen intends. Forward; 

away ! \Ex€tmL 
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SCENE Vl.^Thesame. 
A ioud alarum. Enter Clifford, -wounded, 

Clif. Here burns my candle out ; ay, here 

it dies, flight. 

Which, whiles it lasted, gave king Henry 

0, Lancaster I I fear thy overthrow. 
More than my body's parting with my soul. 
My love, and fear, glued many friends to thee : 
And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt. 
Impairing Henry, strengthening mis-proud 

York. [flies :] 

[The common people swarm like summer 
And whither fly the gnats but to the sun? 
And who shines now but Henry's enemies ? 
O Phoebus ! hadst thou never given consent 
That PhaSton should check thy fiery steeds. 
Thy burning car never had scorch 'd the earth ; 
And Henry, hadst thou sway'd as kings 

should do. 
Or as thy father, and his father, did, 
Giving no ground unto the house of York, 
They never then had sprung like summer 

flies ; 

1, and ten thousand in this luckless realm, 
Had left no mourning widows for our death, 
And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in 

peace. 
For what doth cherish weeds, but gentle air? 
And what makes robbers bold, but too much 

lenity ? [wounds ; 

Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my 
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No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight ; 
The foe is merciless, and will not pity ; 
Fof at their hands I have deserved no pity. 
The air hafh got into my deadly wounds, 
And much effuse of blood doth make me 

faint: [rest; 

Come, York and Richard, Warwick, and the 
I stabb'd your ' fathers' bosoms, split my 

breast [Hefaints, 

Alarum and retreat. Enter Edward, Gborgb, 
Richard, Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers. 

Edw, Now breathe we, lords; good for- 
tune bids us pause, [looks. 
And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful 
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded 

queen ; 
That led calm Henry, though he were a king. 
As doth a sail, fill'd with a fretting gust. 
Command an argosy to stem the waves. 
But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with 
them? 
War. No, His impossible he should es- 
cape: [words, 
For, though before his face I speak the 
Your brother Richard mark'd him lor th« 

grave : 
And, wheresoever he is, he's surely dead. 

[Clifford groans^ and dUu 

Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her 

heavy leave ? 
Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death's 

departing. 
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Edw. See who it is : and, now the battle's 
ended, 
If friend, or foe, let him be gently used. • 
Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for tis 
ClifiEord ; 
Who, not contented that he loppM the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth, 
But set his murdering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly 

spring,— 
I mean, our princely father, duke of York. 
War. From off the gates of York fetch 
down the head, [there ; 

Your father's head, which Clifford placed 
Instead whereof let this supply the room ; 
Measure for measure must be answered. 
Edw, Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to 
our house. 
That, nothing sung but death to us and ours : 
Now death shall stop his dismal threatening 
sound. [speak. 

And his ill-boding tongue no more shall 
[Attendants bring the body forward, 
IVar. I think his understanding is 
bereft :^ [to thee ?— 

Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks 
Dark cloudy death o'ershades his beams ol 

life, 
And he nor sees, nor hears us what we say. 
i^Uh* O, would he did! and so, perhaps, 
he doth ; 
*Tis but his policy to counterfeit. 
Because he would avoid such bitter taunts 
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Which in the time of death he gave our 
father. 
Geo, If so thou think'st, vex him with 

eager words. 
Rich. ClifiEord, ask mercy, and obtain no> 

grace. 
Edw, Clifford, repent in bootless penh 

tence. 
War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy 

faults. 
Ceo. While we devise fell tortures for thy 

faults. 
Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son 

to York. 
Edw. Thou pitied'st Rutland, I will pity 

thee. 
Geo. Where's captain Margaret, to fence 

you now ? 
War. They n^iock thee, Clifford ! swear as 

thou wist wont 
Rich. Wiiat, not an oath? nay, then the 
world goes hard [oath : 

When Clifford cannot spar^ his friends an 
I know by that he's dead : and, bv my so^ul, 
If this right hand would buy two hours' life, 
That I in an despite might rail at him, 
This hand should chop it off ; and with the 

issuing blood 
Stifle the viljain^ whose onstancfaed thirst 
York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 
Wm^. Ay, but he's dead: off with tht 
traitor's head, 
4iid rear it in the place your Other's standft 
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And now ta London with triumphant march. 
There to be crowned England's royal king. 
From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to 

France 
And ask the lady Bona for thy queen : [er; 
So shalt thou sinew both these lands togeth- 
And, having France thy friend, thou shalt 

not dread 
The scatter'd foe, that hopes to rise again ; 
For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buzz, to ofiEend thine 

ears. 
First, will I see the coronation ; 
And then to Brittany PU cross the sea. 
To e£Eect this marriage, so it please my lord. 
Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, 

let it be ; 
For on thy shoulder do I build my seat : 
And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. 
Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster ; 
And George, of Clarence ; Warwick, as our- 

self, 
Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best. 
Rich, Let me be duke of Clarence ; George, 

of Gloster ; 
For Gloster' s dukedom is too ominous. 

War, Tut ! that's a foolish observation ; 
Richard, be duke of Gloster. Now to Lon* 

don, 
To see these honors in possession. \Bxmtnt. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I — A Chase in the North of 

England. 

Enter two Keepers, wUh cross-bows in thtir hands* 

I Keeper, 

INDER this thick-grown brake we'll 
shroud ourselves ; 
For through this laund anon the 
deer will come ; 
And in this covert will we make our stand, 
Culling the principal of all the deer. 
2 Keep, I'll stay above the hill, so both 
may shoot. 

1 Keep, That cannot be ; the noise of thj 

cross-bow 
Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost 
Here stand we both, and aim we at the best : 
And, for the time shall not seem tedious, 
1*11 tell thee what befell me on a day, [stand. 
Jn this self-place where now we mean to 

2 Keep, Here comes a man, let's stay till 

he be past. 

Enter King Henry, disguised^ with a prayer-book, 

K, Hen. From Scotland am I stolen, even 

of pure love, [sight. 

To greet mine own land with my wishfa/ 
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No, Harry, Harrv, 'tia bo land of thine ; 
Thy place is filrd, thy sceptre wrung from 
thee, [anointed : 

Thy balm wash'd o£E, wherewith thou wast 
No bending knee will call thee Caesar now, 
No humble suitors press to speak for righ^ 
No, not a man comes for redress of thee ; 
For how can I help them, and not myself ? 

1 Keep. Ay, here's a deer whose skin's a 

keeper's fee : [him. 

This is the quondam king ; let's seize upon 
K. Hen. Let me embrace these sour ad- 
versities, 
For wise nen say it is the wisest course. 

2 Keep. Why linger we ? let us lay hands 

upon him. 
I Ke^. Forbear a while ; we'll hear a lit- 
tle more. 
K. Hen. My queen and son are gone to 
France for aid ; [wick 

And, as I hear, the great commanding War- 
Is thither gone, to crave the French king's 

sister 
To wife for Edward. If this news be true. 
Poor queen and son, your labor is but lost ; 
For Warwick is a subtle orator, [words. 
And Lewis a prince soon won with moving 
By this account, then, Margaret may wio 

him; 
For she's a woman to be pitied much : 
Her sighs will make a battery in hit breast ; 
Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 
The tiger will be mild while she doth moura ; 
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And Nero will be tainted with remorse, 

To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish 

tears. [eive : 

Ay, but she's come to beg ; Warwick, to 
She, on his left side, cravin^^ aid for Henry ; 
He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward. 
She weeps, and says — her Henry is deposed; 
He smiles, and says — his Edward is installed ; 
That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no 

more ; [wrong. 

Whiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the 
Inferreth arguments of mighty strength; 
And, in conclusion, wins the king from her. 
With promise of his sister, and what else. 
To strengthen and support king Edward's 

place. [soul, 

O Margaret, thus 'twill be ; and thou, poor 
Art then forsaken, as thou went'st forlorn. 
2 Kee^, Say, what art thou that talk'st of 

kings and queens ? 
AT. Hen, More than I seem, and less than 

I was born to : 
A man at least, for less I should not be ; 
And men may talk of kings, and why not I ? 
2 Keep, Ay, but thou talk'st as if thou 

wert a king. 
K, Hen. Why, so I am, in miad ; and that's 

enough. 
2 Keep. But if thou be a king, where is thy 

crown ? 
K Hen, My crolni is in my heart, not oa 

mv head ; 
Not deck'd with diamonds and Indian stcmesi 
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Nor to be seen : my crown is calPd content ; 
A crown it is that seldom kings enjoy. 
2 Keep. Well, if you be a king crown'd 
with content, [tented 

Your crown content and you must be cop- 
To go along with us : for, as we think, 
You are the king king Edward hath deposed; 
And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance, 
Will apprehend you as his enemy. 
K. Hen. But did you never swear and 

break an oath ? 
2 Keep, No, never such an oath ; nor will 

not now. 
K. Hen* Where did you dwell when I was 

king of Englanci .^ 
2 Keep. Here in this country where we 

now remain. 
/T. Hen. I was anointed king at nine 
months old : 
j^y father, and my grandfather, were kings ; 
y^nd you were sworn true subjects unto me : 
y^nd, tell me, then, have you not broke your 
oaths ? 
I Keep. No; [king. 

^or we were subjects but while you were 
K. Hen. Why, am I dead ? do I not 
breathe a man ? [swear, 

^h, simple men, you know not what you 
I-ook, as I blow this feather from my face, 
^nd as the air blows it to me again. 
Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 
^nd yielding to another when it blows, 
CTommanded always by the greater gust | 
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Such is the lightness of you common men. 
But do not break your- oaths ; for, of that sin 
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the king shall be com- 
manded ; 
And be you kings ; command, and Til obey. 
I Keep, We are true subjects to the king, 

king Edward. 
K, Hen, So would you be again to Henry, 
If he were seated as king Edward is. 

I Keep, We charge you, in God's name, 
and the king's, 
To go with us unto Uie officers. 
K, Hen. In God's name, lead ; your king's 
name be obey'd : [form ; 

And what God will, that let your king per- 
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. 

\ExeunU 



SCENE II. — London. A Room in the 
Palace. 

BnUr King Edward, Glostbr, Clarence, and 
Lady Grey. 

AT. Edw, Brother of Gloster, at Saint 
Albans' field [slain, 

This lady's husband, sir John Grey, was 
His lands then seized on by the conqueror : 
Her suit is now, to repossess those lands; 
Which we in justice cannot well deny. 
Because in quarrel of the house of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 
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Gh. Your highness shall do well to grant 
her suit ; 
It were dishonor to deny it her. 
AT. Edw. It were no less ; but yet I*U make 

a pause. 
Glo, [aside.] Yea ! is it so ? 
t see the lady hath a thing to grant, 
Before the king will grant her humble suit 
C/ar, [aside.] He knows the game : how 

true he keeps the wind ! 
Gio. [aside.] Silence. 
IC. Edw. Widow, we will consider o£ your 
suit ; [mind. 

And come some other time, to know our 
L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot 
brook delay : [now ; 

May it please your highness to resolve me 
And what your pleasure is shall satisfy me. 
Gio. [aside to Clar.] Ay, widow? then PU 
warrant you all your lands. 
An if what pleases him shall pleasure you. 
Fight closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a 
blow. 
Clar. [aside to Glo.] I fear her not unless 

she chance to fail. 
Glo. [aside.] God forbid that! for he'll 

take vantages. 
AT. Edw. How many children hast thou, 

widow ? tell me. 
Clar. [aside.] I think he means to beg a 

child of ner. 
Glo. [aside.] Nay, then whip me; hell 
rather give her two. 
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Z. Gr^y. Three, my most gracious lord. 
Glo. \aside,\ You shall have four, if you'll 

be ruled by him. 
K. Edw, Twere pity they should lose 

their father's lands. 
JL. Grey, Be pitiful, dread lord, and -grant 

it then. 
K, Edw^ Lords, give us leave: 111 try 

this widow*s wit. 
Glo, [aside,] Ay, good leave have you; 

for you will have leave [crutch. 

Till yputh take leave, and leave you to the 

[Glo. tuid Clar. retirt to the other side^ 

K, Edw. Now, tell me, madam, do you 

love your children ? 
Z. Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love my- 
self. 
K. Edw. And would you not do much t« 

do them good ? . 
Z. Grey, To do them good I would sustain 

some harm. 
K. Edw. Then get your husband's lands, 

to do them good. 
Z. Grey. Therefore I came unto your 

majesty. 
K. Edw. rU teU you how these lands art 

to be got. 
Z. Grey. So shall you bind me to your 

highness' service. 
K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me, if 

I give them ? 
Z. Grey, What you command, that rests in 

me to do. 
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/T. Edw. But you will take exceptions to 

my boon. 
L* Grey. No, gracious lord, except I can- 
not do it. 
K* Edw, Ay, but thou canst do what I 

mean to ask. 
L. Grey. Why, then I will do what youf 

grace commands. 
Glo. \aside.] He plies her hard ; and much 

rain wears the marble. 
Clar. [aside."] As red as fire ! nay, then her 

wax must melt. 
Z. Grey. Why stops my lord? shall I not 

hear my task ? 
K> Edw. An easy task ; 'tis but to love a 

king. 
Z. Grey. That's soon perform'd, because I 

am a subject 
K* Edw. Why, then, thy husband's lands 

I freely give thee. 
Z. Grey. I take my leave with many thou* 

sand thanks. 
Clo. [aside.] The match is made ; she seals 

it with a curt'sy. 
/T. Edw. But stay thee, 'tis the fruits cl 

love I mean. 
Z. Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my 

loving liege. 
/T. Edw. Ay, out, I fear me, in anothef 

sense. [get ? 

«^^bat love think'st thou I sue so much to 

Z. Grey. My love till death, ray humblo 

thanks, my prayers ; 
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That love which virtue begs and virtue 
grants. 
K. Edw, No« by my troth, I did not mean 

such love. 
Z. Grey* Why, then you mean not as I 

thought you did. 
K* Edw. But now you partly may per* 

ceive my mind. 
Z. Grey. My mind will never grant what I 
perceive 
Your highness aims at, if I aim aright. 
K* Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie 
with thee. [in prison. 

L. Grey. To tell you plain, I had rather lie 
K. Edw* Why, tnen thou shalt not have 

thy husband's lands. 
Z. Grey. Why, then mine honesty shall be 
my dower ; 
For by that loss I will not purchase them. 
K. Hen. Therein thou wrongest thy chil» 

dren oMghtily. 
Z. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs 
both them and me. 
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the sadness of my suit ; 
Please you dismiss me either with ay or no, 
K. Edw. Ay, if thou wilt say Ay to my re* 
quest : 
A^, if thou dost say No to my demand. 
Z. Grey. Then, No, my lord. My suH ifl 

at an end. 
Gh. [aside,'] The widow likes him not, she 
knits her brows. 
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Clar* [astde,^ He is the bluntest wooer in 

Christendom. 
K, Edw. [aside.] Her looks do argue her 
replete with modesty ; 
Her words do show her wit incomparable. 
All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 
One way, or other, she is for a king ; 
And she shall be my love, or else my queen.— 
Say, that king Eaward take thee for his 
queen ? 
L. Grey. 'Tis better said than done, my 
gracious lord : 
I am a subject fit to jest withal. 
But far unfit to be a sovereign. 
AT. Edw. Sweet widow, by my state I 
swear to thee, 
J speak no more than what my soul intends ; 
j\nd that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 

L. Grey. And that is more then I will 
yield unto : 
^ know I am too mean to be your queen, 
^^ind yet too good to be your concubine. 
K. Edw. You cavil, widow ; I did meaa 

my queen. 
X. Grey. 'Twill grieve your grace my sons 

should call you fatner. 
K. Edw. No more than when- my daugh* 
ters call thee mother. 
^fhoM art a widow, and thou hast some chil* 

dren; 
^yt.nd, by God's mother, I, being bat a bache- 
lor, 
^<ave other some : why, His a happy thing 
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To be the father unto many sons. [queen. 

Answer no more, for thou shalt oe my 

Glo, [asi(U.'\ The ghostly father now hath 

done his shrift. 
Clar. {aside.^ When he was made a shriver, 

'twas for shift. 
K. Edw, Brothers, you muse what chat we 

two have had. 
Glo» Ihe widow likes it not, for she looks 

very sad. 
K, Edw, You*d think it strange if I should 

marry her. 
Clar. To whom, my lord ? 
K Edw, Wny, Clarence, to myself. 

Gh. That would be ten days* wonder, at 

■ the least. 
Clar, That's a day longer than a wonder 

lasts. 
Gh, By so much is the wonder in ex« 

. tremes. 
K, Edw, Well, jest on, brothers: I can 
tell you both 
Her suit is granted for her husband's lands. 

Enter c Nobleman. 

Nob, My gracious lord, Henry your foe \% 

taken, [gs^te. 

And brought your prisoner to your palace 

K, Edw, See that he be conve/d unto the 

Tower : [him, 

And go we, brothers, to the man that took 

To question of his apprehension. 
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Widow, go you along. Lords, use her hoiv* 
orably. 

[Exeunt K. Edward, Lady Grby, Clarence, 

and Nobleman. 

Glo* Ay, Edward will use women honor- 
ably, [all, 
•Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may 
spring, [for ! 
To cross me from the eolden time I look 
And yet, between my sours desire and me, 
(The lustful Edward's title buried,) . 
Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Ed- 
ward, 
And all the unlook'd-for issue of their bodies, 
To take their rooms, ere I can place myself : 
A cold premeditation for my purpose ! 
Why, then I do but dream on sovereignty ; 
Like one that stands upon a promontory. 
And spies a far.o£E shore where he would 

tread. 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye ; 
And chides the sea that sunders him from 

thence, 
Saying, he'll lade it dry to have his way : 
So do I wish the crown, being so far ofiE : 
And so I chide the means that keep me from 

it; 
And so I say, 111 cut the causes o£E, 
Flattering me with impossibilities. [much, 
My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too 
Unless my hand and strength could equal 
them. 
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Welly say there is no kingdom then for 

Richard ; 
What other pleasure can the world afford ? 
V\\ make my heaven in a lady's lap, 
And deck my body in gay ornaments, 
And witch sweet ladies with my words and 

looks. 
O miserable thought ! and more unlikely 
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns ! 
Why, love forswore me in my mother's womb: 
Ana, for 1 should not deal in her soft laws, 
She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe, 
To shrink mine arm up like a withered shrub ; 
To make an envious mountain on my back, 
Where sits deformity to mock my body ; 
To shape my legs of an unequal size ; 
To disproportion me in every part, 
Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp 
That carries no impression like the dam. 
And am I then a man to be beloved ? 
O monstrous fault, to harbor such a thought 1 
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me 
But to command, to check, to o'erbear such ^ 
As are of better person than myself, 
ni make my heaven to dream upon the 

crown; [hell, 

And, whiles I live, to account this world but 
Until my mis-shaped trunk, that bears this 

head. 
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 
And yet I know not how to get the crown, 
For many lives stand between me and ho^: 
And I —like one lost in a thorny wood. 
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That rents the thorns^ aiui is rent with tbt 

thorns, 
Seeking a way, and straying from the way; 
Not knowtnff how to find the open air, 
But toiling desperately to find it out,— • 
Torment myself to catch the English crown : 
And from that torment I will free myself 
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 
Why, I can smile, and mnrder whiles I smile 
And cry content to that which grieves my 

heart ; 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears. 
And frame my face to all occasions, [shall ; 
I'll drown more sailors than the mermaid 
ril slay more gazers than the basilisk ; 
I'll play the orator as well as Nestor; 
Deceive more slily than Ulysses could; 
And, like a Sinon, toke another Troy: 
I can add colors to the cameleon ; 
Change shapes with Proteus, for advantages. 
And set the murderous Machiavel to school. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 
Tut I were it farther off PU pluck it down. 

SCENE IIL— France. A Room in the 
Palace. 

^IcurisA. Mnitr Lewis the French JTm^, tvitk Lady 
Bona, attended; and the admiral^ called Bour- 
bon. The King takes his state. Then ent4r 
QuBBN Maeoaret, Princb Boward ksr sm^ 
and the Earl of Oxpord. 
JC. Lew. [rising.'] Fair queen of Eng^d^ 
worthy Margaret, 
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Sit dowa wHli us ; it ill befits thy state 

And birth that thou shouldst stand, while 

Lewis doth sit 
Q, Mmt. No» mig^j king of Fnmce ; bow 

Margaret 
MiMt strike hersail, and learn awhile to serve, 
Where kings command. I was, I must con- 
fess, 
Great Albion's queen in former golden days: 
But now mischance hath trod my title down^ 
And with dishonor laid me on the ground ; 
Where I must take like seat unto my fortune. 
And to my humble seat conform myself. 
AT. L£w. Why, say, fair q[ueen, whence 

springs this deep despair ? 
Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mint 

eyes with tears, [in cares. 

And stops my tongue, while heart is drowned 

K.Lew- Whatever it be, be thou still like 

thyself, 
And sit ftee by our side. [Seats her by him.] 

Yield not thy neck 
To fortune's ^ake, but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 
Be plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy erief ; 
It shall be eased, if France can yield relief. 
Q, Mar. Those gracious words revive my 

drooping thoughts, [speak. 

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to 
Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis, 
That Henry, sole possessor of iny love. 
Is, of a king, become a banish'd man, 
And forced to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



So A: HENRY VL—Pt, III. KCt lit 

While proad ambitious Edward, duke of 

York, 
Usurps the regal title, and the seat 
Of Efigland's true-anointed lawful king. 
This is the cause that I, poor Mar^ret, 
With this, my son, prince Edward, Heniyt 

heir, 
Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid ; 
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done : 
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help ; 
Our people and our peers are both misled. 
Our treasure seized, our soldiers put to flight, 
And, as thou see'st, ourselves in heavy plight. 
K. Lew* Renowned queen, with patience 
calm the storm. 
While we bethink a means to break it (^. 
Q, Mar. The more we stay, the stronger 

grows our foei 
K. Lew* The more I stay, the more Pll 

succor thee. 
Q. Mar. 0, but impatience waiteth on true 
sorrow : [row. 

^^d see, where comes the breeder of my sor- 

Enter Warwick, attended, 

JC* Lew. What's he approacheth boldly to 

our presence ? 
^. Mar. Our earl of Warwick, Edward's 

greatest friend. 
JC» Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick ! What 
brings thee to France ? 
[Descendtn^/rom his state. Q. Mar, riwfc 
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Q.Afar, Ay, now begins a second storm 

to rise ; 
For this is he that moves both wind and tide. 
War. From worthy Edward, king of M* 

bion, 
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend^ 
I come, in kindness and unfeigned love, 
First, to do greetings to thy royal person; 
And then to crave a league of amity : 
And, lastly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 
That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister, 
To England's kins; in lawful marriage. 
Q, Mar, [aside.'] If that go forward 

Henry's hope is done. 
War. [To Bona.] And, gracious madam, 

in our king's oehalf, 
I am commanded, with your leave and favor, 
Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my 

tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign's heart ; 
Where fame, late entering at his heedful 

ears, [virtue. 

Hath placed thy beauty's image, and thy 

Q. Mar. King Lewis, and lady Bona, hear 

me sp»ak. 
Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant hon- 
est love, 
But from deceit, bred by necessity ; 
For how can tyrants saiely govern home. 
Unless abroad they purchase great alliance ? 
To prove him tyrant, this reason may suffice. 
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That H«ttry livetli »till : \mt were ht dead, 
Yet here prince Edward stands, king Henry's 

son. 
X^ok therefore,' Lewis, that by this league 

and marriage, 
Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonor : 
For though usurpers sway the rule awhile, 
Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth 

wronjgs. 
IVar, Injurious Margaret ! 
Fringe, And why not queen ? 

War. Because thy father Henry did usurp ; 
And thou no more art prince than she is 

queen. 
Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John 

of Gaunt, 
Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the fourth. 
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 
And, after that wise prince, Henrv the fifth. 
Who bv his orowess conquered all France ; 
From these our Henry lineally descends. 
IVar. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth 

discourse 
You told not how Henry the sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the fifth had gotten ? 
Methinks, these peers of France should 

smile at that. 
But for the rest, you tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years ; a silly time 
To make prescription lor a kingdom's worth. 
O^, Why/ Warwick, canst thou speak 

against thy liege, 
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Whom thou obeyedst thirty and six years, 
And not bewray thy treason with a blush ? 
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the 
right, 
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ? 
For shame ! leave Henry, and call Edward 
king. [doom 

Oxf, Call him my king, by whose injurious 
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere, 
Was done to death ? and more than so, my 

father, 
Even in the downfall of his mellow'd years. 
When nature brought him to the door of 
death ? [arm. 

No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 
War. And I the house of York. 
K. Lew. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, 
and Oxford, 
Vouchsafe at our request to stand aside, 
While I use further conference with War- 
wick. 
Q. Mar. Heavens grant that Warwick's 
words bewitch him not t 

{Retiring -with the Prince and Oxford. 

K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, even up^ 

on thy conscience. 

Is Edward your true king ? f or I were loth 

To link with him that were not lawful chosen. 

War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine 

honor. 
K. LeW' But is he gracious in the people's 
eye? 
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War. The more, that Henry was unfor- 
tunate, [aside, 
K, Lew. Then further, all dissembling set 
Tell me for truth the measure of his love 
Unto our sister Bona. 

War, Such it seems 

As may beseem a monarch like himself. 
Myself have often heard him say, and swear, 
That this his love was an eternal plant, 
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground. 
The leaves and fruit maintained with beauty's 

sun ; 
Exempt from envy, but not from disdain, 
Unless the lady Bona quit his pain. 
K, Lew. Now, sister, let us hear your firm 

resolve. ^ 
Bona, Your grant, or your denial, shall be 
mine : — [ere this day, 

TTo Warwick.] Yet I confess, that often 
When I have heard your king's desert re- 
counted, 
ivf inc ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 
K. Lew, Then, Warwick, thus, — our sis- 
ter shall be Edward's ; 
And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
Touching the jointure that your king must 
make, [poised : 

With which her dowry shall be counter- 
Draw near, queen Margaret, and be a wit- 
ness 
That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 
Prince, To Edward, but not to the Eng- 
lish king. 
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Q. Mar, Deceitful Warwick! it was thy 

device 
By this alliance to make void my suit ; 
Before thy coming Lewis was Henry's friend. 
K, Lew. And still is friend to him and 

Margaret : 
But if your title to the crown be weak, 
As may appear by Edward's good success, 
Then 'tis but reason that I be released 
From giving aid, which late I promised. 
Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand 
That your estate requires, and mine can 

yield. 
War, Henry now lives in Scotland, at his 

ease; 
Where, having nothing, nothing can he lose. 
And as for you yourself, our quondam queen. 
You have a father able to maintain you ; 
And better 'twere you troubled him than 

France. 
Q, Mar, Peace, impudent and shameless 

Warwick, peace ; 
Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings ! 
I will not hence till with my talk and tears. 
Both full of truth, I make king Lewis behold 
Thy sly conveyance, and thy lord's false love ; 
For both of you are birds or self -same feather. 
\A horn sounded wUhin, 

AT. Lew, Warwick, this is some post to us, 

or thee. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess, Mv lord ambassador, these letters 

are for you ; 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



S6 X. HEI^RY VL—Pt. IIL act nt. 

Sent from jroor brother, marquis Mon. 

tague;— 
These from our king unto your majesty ;— 
\To Margaret.] And, madam, these fof 

you ; from whom — I know not. 

[ They all read their UtUrs, 

Oxf. r like it well, that our fair queen and 

mistress [his 

Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at 

Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as 

he were nettled : 

I hope all's for the best. 

K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news ? and 

yours, fair queen ? 
Q, Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with 

unhoped jovs. 
War. Mine, full of sorrow and heart's di*- 

content. 
K' Lew, What ! has your king married the 
lady Grey ? 
s^nd now, to soothe your forgery and his, 
' ends me a paper to persuade me patience ? 



^ this the alliance that he seeks with France ? 
-^"'"^ Q' Mar. I told your majesty as much be* 



at 



lare he presume to scorn us in this manner ? 



fore : [honesty. 

^.^--bis proveth Edward's love and Warwick's 
-^ iVar. King Lewis, I here protest, in sight 

of Heaven, 
^f^^TkA by the hope I have of heavenly bliss, 
^E^bat I am clear from this misdeed of £d> 
"^^ ward's ; 

jj^ more my king, for he dishonors me, 
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Bat most himself, if he could see his shame. 
Did I forget, that by the house of York 
Mj father came untimely to his death ? 
Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece f 
Did I impale him with the regal crown ? 
Did I put Henrv from his native right ; 
And am I gueraon^d at the last with shame f 
Shame on himself : for my desert is honor. 
And to repair my honor lost for him, 
I here renounce him, and return to Henry : 
My noble queen, let former grudges pass, 
And henceforth I am thy true servitor ; 
I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former state. 
*g. Mar, Warwick, these words have tum'd 

my hate to love ; 
And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 
And joy that thou becom'st king Henry's 

friend. Ifn'end. 

War, So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned 
That if king Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 
I'll undertake to land them on oar coast. 
And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 
'Tis not his new-made bride shall succor him: 
And as for Clarence, as my letters tell me. 
He's very likely now to fall from him ; 
For matching more for wanton lust than 

honor, [country. 

Or than for strength and safety of our 

Bona, Dear brother, how shall Bona be 

revenged 
But by thy help to this distressed queen ? 
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g. Mar. Renowned prince, how shall poor 
Henry live, 
Unless thou rescue him from foul despair ? 
Bona. My quarrel and this English queen's 

are one. 
War, And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with 

yours. 
AT. Lew. And mine with hers, and thine, 
and Margaret's. 
Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolved 
You shall have aid. 
Q, Mar, Let me give humble thanks for 

all at once. 
K, Lew,' Then, England's messenger, re- 
turn in post ; 
And tell false Edward, thy supposed king. 
That Lewis of France is sending over 

maskers. 
To revel it with him and his new bride : 
Thou see'st what's past, go fear thy king 
withaL 
Bona, Tell him, in hope he'll prove a wid- 
ower shortly, 
I'll wear the willow garland for his sake. 
Q, Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are 
laid aside. 
And I am ready to put armor on. 

War, Tell him from me, that he hath done 

me wrong ; 

And therefore I'll uncrown him, ere't be long. 

There's thy reward ; be gone. \Ex»t Messenger, 

K, Lew, But, Warwick, thou^ 

And Oxford, with five thousand men. 
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Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward 

battle: 
And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 
And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 
Yet, erCvthou go, but answer me one doubt; 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ? 
War. This shall assure my constant loy- 
alty: [agree. 
That if our queen and this young prince 
I'll join mine eldest daughter, and my joy, 
To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 
Q, Mar, Yes, I agree, and thank you for 
your motion : 
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, [wick; 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to War- 
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable. 
That only Warwick's daughter shall be thine. 
Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well de- 
serves it; [hand. 
And here, to pledge my vow, I give my 
[lu gives his hand to Warwick. 
K. Lew, Why stay we now ? These soldiers 
shall be levied. 
And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral, 
Shall waft them over with our royal fleet. 
I long till Edward fall by war's mischance. 
For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 
[Exeunt all but Warwick. 

War, I came from Edward as ambassador, 
But I return his sworn and mortal foe : [me. 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave 
But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 
Had he none else to make a stale but me ? 
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Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 
I was the chief that raised him to the crown, 
And ril be chief to bring him do¥m again : 
Not that I pity Henry's misery, 
But seek revenge on Edward's mockery. 

\Exit» 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — London. A Room in the 
Palace^ 

Enier Gloster, Clarence, Somerset, Montague 
and others, 

Gloster. 

|0W tell me, brother Clarence, what 
think you 
Of this new marriage with the lady 
Grey ? 

Hath not our brother made a worthy choice? 

Clar. Alas, you know, 'tis tar from hence to 

France ; 

How could he stay till Warwick made return ? 

Som, My lords, forbear this talk ; here 

comes the king. 
Glo. And his well-chosen bride. 
Clar* I mind to tell him plainly what I 
think. 
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flourish. Enter King Edward, attended; Lady 
Grey, as Queen ; Pembroke, Stafford, Has- 
tings, andathsrs. 

K, Edw, Now, brother of Clarence, how 
like you our choice, 
That you stand pensive, as half malcontent ? 
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or the 
earl of Warwick ; [ment. 

Which are so weak of courage and in judg- 
That they'll take no o£Eence at our abus^. 
K. Eaw. Suppose they take ofifence with- 
out a cause, [ward, 
They are but Lewis and Warwick ; I am Ed- 
Your king and Warwick's, and must have my 
win. 
Glo, And shall have your will, because our 
king ; 
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well, 
K, Edw, Yea, brother Richard, are you 

offended too ? 
Glo, Not I : [er»d 

No ; God forbid that I should wish them sev- 
Whom God hath join'd together: ay, and 

'twere pity 
To sunder them that yoke so well together. 
K, Edw. Setting your scorns and your 
mislike aside. 
Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey 
Should not become my wife, and England^ 

queen : 
And you too, Somerset and Montague, 
Speak freely what you think. 
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Clar. Then this is mine opinion, that king 
Lewis 
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 
Glo, And Warwick, doing what you gave 
in charge. 
Is now dishonored by this new marriage. 
K. Edit}, What, if both Lewis and War- 
wick be appeased 
By such invention as I can devise ? 
Mont, Yet, to have join'd with France in 
such alliance. 
Would more have strengthened this our com- 
monwealth 
'Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred 
marriage. 
Hast Why, knows not Montague that of 
itself 
England is safe, if true within itself ? . 
Mont, Yes, but the safer when it is back'd 

With France. 
Hast, *Tis better using France than trust- 
ing France : 
Let us be back'd with God, and with the seas. 
Which He hath given for fence impregnable^ 
And with their helps only defend ourselves ; 
In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies. 
Clar, For this one speech, lord Hastings 
well deserves 
To have the heir of the lord Hungerford. 
K, Edw. Ay, what of that ? it was my will 
and grant; [law. 

And, for this once, my will shall stand for 
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Glo. And yet, me thinks, your grace hath 

not done well 
To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 
Unto the brother of your loving bride ; 
She better would have fitted me, or Clarence : 
But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 
Clar. Or else you would not have bestow'd 

the heir 
Of the lord Bonville on your new wife's son, 
And leave your brothers, to go speed else- 
where. 
K, Edw, Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a 

wife [thee. 

That thou art malcontent ? I will provide 

Clar. In choosing for yourself you show'd 

your judgment ; 
Which being shallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the broker in mine own behalf ; 
And, to that end, I shortly mind to leave you. 
K, Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will 

be king, 
And not be tied unto his brothers^ will. 
Q. Eliz, My lords, before it pleased his 

majesty 
To raise my state to title of a queen, 
Do me but right, and you must all confess 
That I was not ignoble of descent ; [tune. 
And meaner than myself have hsud like for- 
But as this title honors me and mine, 
So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleas? 

Do cloud my joys with danger and with sor- 
row. 
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K. Ethu, My love, forbear to fawn upon 

their frowns : 
What danger or what sorrow can befall thee, 
So lone as Edward is thy constant friend, 
And their true sovereign, whom they must 

obey? [too, 

Nay, whom they shall obcv, and love thee 
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands : 
Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe. 
And they shall feel the vengeance of my 

wrath. 
Glo, [aside.'] I hear, yet say not much, but 

think the more. 

Bnttr a Mestenger. 

* K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters or 
what news 

From France ? 
Mess. My sovereign liege, no letters \ and 
few words, 

But such as I, without your special pardon, 

Dare not relate. 
K. Edw, Go to, we pardon thee : there- 
fore, in brief, [guess them. 

Tell me their words as near as thou canst 

What answer makes king Lewis unto our le^ 
ters? 
Mess. At my depart, these were his very 
words : 

C^ Mlfdhe Edward, thy supposed kingy 

That Lewis of France is sending offer mask' 
ers 

To revel it with him and his new bride. 
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K* Edfw. Is Lewis so brave ? belike he 
thinks me Henry. 
Bat what said lady Bona to my marriage ? 
Mess, These were her words, utter'd with 
mild disdain : 
T4II him, in hope keHl prove a widower 

shortly^ 
ril wear the willow garland for his sake, 
K. Edw, I blame not her, she could say 
little less ; [queen ? 

She had the wron^. But what said Henry's 
For I have heard that she was there in place. 
Mess, Tell hinty quoth she, my mourning 
weeds are done^ 
And I am ready to put armor on, 
K. Edw, Belike she minds to play the 
Amazon. 
But what said Warwick to these injuries ? 
. Mess, He, more incensed against your 

majes^ 
Thsu ail the rest, discharged me with these 
words : \wrong^ 

Tell him from me that he hath done me 
jiind therefore Til uncrown him^ er^t be long, 
K. Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe 
out so proud woitls ? 
Well, I will arm me, bein£ thus forewam'd : 
They shall have wars, and pay for their pre- 
sumption. 
But say is Warwick friends with Margaret ? 
Mess* Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are SQ' 
linkxl in friendship [wick's daughter. 
That young prince Edward marries War« 
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Clar. Belike, the elder ; Clarence will have 
the younger. 
Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast, 
For I will hence to Warwick's other daugh- 
ter; [riage 
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in mar« 
I may not prove inferior to yourself. 
You that love me and Warwick, follow me. 
[Exit Clarence, ctnd Somerset /a/lows, 
Glo, \aside,'\ Not I. 
My thoughts aim at a further matter ; 
I stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. 
K. Edw, Clarence and Somerset both 
gone to Warwick ! [pen ; 
Yet am I arm'd against the worst can hap- 
And haste is needful in this desperate case. 
Pembroke, and StafiEord, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war. 
They are already, or quickly will be, landed : 
'Myself in person will straight follow you. 

\Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford. 
But, ere I gOy Hastings, and Montague, 
Resolve my doiibt You twain, of all the 
rest, fance : 

Are near to Warwick by blood, and by alli- 
Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me ? 
If it be so, then both depart to him ; 
I rather wish you foes than hollow friends ; 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 
Give me assurance with some friendly vow, 
That I may never have you in sus^fect. 
Mont, So God help Montague, as he 
proves true I 

Digitized by Google 



9C 11. X. HENRY VL-^Pt, III, 97 

Hast And Hastings, as he favors Ed- 
ward's cause ! 

K, Edw, Now, brother Richard, will you 
stand by us ? 

Glo, Ay, in despite of all that shall with* 
stand you. 

K. Edw* Why so ; then am I sure of vic- 
tory, [hour, 
Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no 
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign 
power. [Ex4uni. 

SCENE U.^A Plain in Warwickshire. 

Enier Warwick and Oxford, tvHH French and 
other Forces, 

War, Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes 

well ; [us. 

The common people by numbers swarm to 

Enter Clarbncb and Sombrsbt. 
But, see, where Somerset and Clarence 
come ; [friends ? 

Speak suddenly, my lords; are we all 
Clar, Fear not that, my lord. 
War. Then, eentle Clarence, welcome un- 
to Warwick ; [ice. 
And welcome, Somerset : I hold it coward- 
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand in sign of love; 
Else might I think that Clarence, Edward's 
brother, [ingsi 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceed- 
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But welcome, sweet Clarence ; my daughter 

shall be thine. [ture. 

And now what rests, but, in night's cover- 
Thy brother being carelessly encamp'd, 
His soldiers lurking in the towns about, 
And but attended by a simple guard, [ure ? 
We may surprise and take him at our pleas- 
Our scouts have found the adventure very 

easy: 
That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, [tents^ 
With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus' 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal 

steeds ; [mantle. 

So we, well cover'd with the night*is black 
At unawares may beat down Edward's guard. 
And seize himself : I say not, slaughter him, 
For I intend but only to surprise him. 
You tha* will follow me to this attempt [er. 
Applaud the name of Henry, with your lead- 
[ They all cry— Henry \ 
Wliy, then, let's on our way in silent sort: 
f'oT Warwick and his friends, God and sahit 

George ! [Bxgttmt, 



SCENE III.— Edward'j Camp near 
Warwick. 

^nUr certain Watchmen, to guard the King's tent, 

1 Watch, Come on, my masters, each man 

take his stand ; 
Tbe king, by this, is set him down to sleep. 

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed ? 
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. I Wmtck. Why, no : for he hath made a 
solemn vow 

Never to lie and take his nataral rest 

Till Warwick^ or himself, be qtrite sup- 
pressed. 
%'WaUh. To-morrow then, belike, shall be 
the day. 

If Warwick be so near as men report. 

. 3 Watch, But say, I pray, what nobleman 
is that 

That with the king here resteth in his tent ? 

1 Watch, 'Tis the lord Hastings, the king's 

chiefest friend. 
3 Watch, O, is it so ? But why commands 
the king [about him, 

That his chief followers lodge in towns 
While he himself keeps in the cold field ? 

2 Watch, 'Tis the more honor, because 

more dangerous. 

3 Watch, Ay ; but give me worship, and 

quietness, 
I like it oetter than a dangerous honor. 
If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 
^is to be doubted he would waken him. 

1 Watch, Unless our halberds did shut up 

his passage. 

2 Watch. Ay; wherefore else guard we 

his royal tent. 
But to defend his person from night-foes ? 
MtUer Warwick, Clarbncb, Oxford, Sombrsbt, 
afi4 For£§s, 

War, This is his tent; and see, wh«re 
stands his guard. 
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Courage, my masters : honor now, or never ! 
But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 

1 Watch, Who goes there ? 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou diest 

[Warwick, and the rest, cry all^yfamUkl 
Warwick 1 and set ufim. the Guard; "wht 
fiy^ crying— Ann ! Arm I Warwick, and 
the rest, following them. 

The drum beating, and trumpets sounding, re-enter 
Warwick, and the rest, bringing the King out in 
a gown, sitting in a chair: Glostbr and Hast* 

INGS/>. 

Som, What arc they that fly there ? 

War, Richard and Hastings : let them go, 
here is the duke. 

K* Edw, The duke ! why, Warwick, when 
we parted last. 
Thou cairdst me king. 

War, Ay, but the case is alter'd : 

When you disgraced me in my embassade, 
Then 1 degraded you from being king. 
And come now to create you duke of York. 
Alas, how should you govern any kingdom. 
That know not how to use ambassadors ; 
Nor how to be contented with one wife ; 
Nor how to use your brothers brotherly ; 
Nor how to study for the people's welfare ; 
Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies ? 

K, Edw, Yea, brother of Clarence, art 
thou here too ? [dowa. 

Nay, then I see that Edward needs must 
Vet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance. 
Of thee thyself, and all thy complices. 
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Edward will always bear himself as king : 
Though fortune's malice overthrow my state. 
My mmd exceeds the compass of her wheel. 
War, Then, for his mind, be Edward Eng- 
land ' S king : [ Takes of his crown. 
But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 
And be true king indeed ; thou but the 

shadow. 
My lord of Somerset, at my request, [vey'd 
See that forthwith duke Edv^tard be con- 
Unto my brother, archbishop of York. 
When I have fought with Pembroke and his 

fellows, 
m follow you, and tell what answer 
Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him : 
Now, for a while, farewell, good duke of 
York. 
K. Edw, What fates impose, that mea 
must needs abide ; 
It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

[Exit King Edward, Ud out; Somerset 
with him, 

Oxf, What now remains, my lords, for us 
to do, 
But march to London with our soldiers ? 
War. Ay, that's the first thing that wt 
have to do ; 
To free king Henry from imprisonment, 
And see him seated in the regal throne. 

[Mxeunt. 
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SCENE IV.— London. A Room in thi 
Palace. 

Enter QusBK Elizabeth and RivsRS. 

Riv, Madam, what makes you in this sud- 
den change ? 
Q. Eliz. Why^ brother Rivers, are you yet 
to learn [ward ? 

What late misfortune is befallen kine Ed- 
Riv. What, loss of some pitch'd battle 

against Warwick ? 
Q, Eliz. No, but the loss of his own royal 

person. 
Riv. Then is my sovereign slain ? 
Q. Eliz, Ay, almost slain, for he is taken 
prisoner ; 
Either betray'd by falsehood of his guard, 
Or by his foe surprised at unawares : 
And, as I further have to understand, 
is new committed to the bishop of York, 
Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe. 
Riv, These news, I must confess, are full 
of grief: 
Yet, gracious madam, bear it as you may ; 
Warwick may lose, that , now hath won the 
day. 
Q. Eliz, Till then, fair hope must hinder 
life's decay. 
And I the rather wean me from despair, 
For love of Edward's offspring in my womb : 
This is it that makes me bridle passion, 
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And bear with mildness my misfortune's 

cross ; 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 
And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 
Lest with my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
King Edward's fruit, true heir to the English 

crown. 
J^iv. But, madam, where is Warwick then 

become ? 
Q, Eliz, I am ihform'd that he comes to- 
wards London, [head : 
To set the crown once more on Henry's 
Guess thou the rest ; king Edward's friends 

must down. 
But, to prevent the tyrant's violence, 
(For trust not him that hath once broken 

faith,) 
I'll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary. 
To save at least the heir of Edward's right ; 
There shall I rest secure from force and 

fraud. 
Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly ; 
If Warwick take us we are sure to die. 

\ExeunU 

SCENE v.— ^ Park near Middleham Cas- 
tle in Yorkshire. 

Entstr Glostbr, Hastings, Sir William Stanley, 
andT others, 

Glo, Now, my lord Hastings, and air Wil- 
liam Stanley, 
Leave o£E to wonaer why I drew you hither. 
Into this chiefest thicket of the park. 
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Thus stands the case : you know our king, 

my brother, 
Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 
He hath good usage and great liberty ; 
And often, but attended with weak g^ard. 
Comes hunting this way to disport himself. 
I have advertised him by secret means, 
That if, about this hour, he make this way. 
Under the color of his usual game, [men, 
He shall here find his friends, with horse and 
To set him free from his captivity. 

EnUr King Edward and a Huntsman. 

Hunt. This way, my lord; for this way 

lies the game. 
K. Edw. Nay, this way, man ; see where 

the huntsmen stand. — [the rest. 

Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and 
Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop's 

deer? 
Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth 

haste: 
Vour horse stands ready at the park corner. 
K. Edw. But. whither shall we then ? 
Hast. To Lynn, my lord ; and ship from 

thence to Flanders. 
Glo. Well guess'd, believe me ; for that 

was my meaning. 
K. Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy for- 
wardness. 
Glo. But wherefore stay we ? 'tis no time 

to talk. 
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JC. Edw, Huntsman, what say'st thou? 

wilt thou go along ? 
Hunt Better do so than tarry and be 

hang'd. 
Glo, Come then, away ; let's have no more. 

ado. 
K» Edw. Bishop, farewell : shield thee 

from Warwick's frown ; 
And pray that I may repossess the crown. 

* [Exeunt 

SCENE VI.— -4 Room in the Tower. 

Enier King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somer^ 
SET, young Richmond, Oxford. Montague, 
Lieutenant of the Tower, and Attendants. 

K, Hen, Master lieutenant, now that God 
and friends 
Have shaken Edward from the regal seat. 
And tum'd my captive state to liberty, 
My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys, 
At our enlargement what are thy due fees } 
Ldeu, Subjects may challenge nothing of 
their sovereigns ; 
But, if an humble prayer may prevail, 
I then crave pardon of your majesty. 
K, Hen, for what, 'lieutenant ? for well 
using me ? [ness. 

Nay, be thou sure, V\\ well requite thy kind- 
For that it made my imprisonment a pleas* 

ure: 
Ay, such a pleasure as incagM birds 
Conceive, when, after many moody thought^ 
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At last, by notes of household harmony, 
They quite forget their loss of liberty. 
But, Warwick, after God, thou sett'st me free, 
And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee ; 
•He vas the author, thou the instrument 
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune's 

spite. 
By living low where fortune cannot hurt me ; 
And that the people of this blessed land 
May not be punish'd with my thwarting stars ; 
Warwick, although my head still wear the 

crown, 
I here resign my government to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 
War, Your grace hath still been famed for 
virtuous ; 
And now may seem as wise as virtuous, 
By spying and avoiding fortune's malice, 
For lew men rightly temper with the stars : 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace, 
For choosing me, when Clarence is in place. 
Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the 
sway, 
To whom the heavens, in thy nativity. 
Adjudged an olive branch, and laurel crown, 
As likely to be bless'd in peace, and war ; 
And therefore I yield thee my free consent. 
War. And I choose Clarence only for pro- 
tector. 
K. Hen. Warwick and Clarence, give me 
both your hands ; [your hearts. 

Now join your hands, and with your hands 
That no dissension hinder government : 
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I make you both protectors of this land ; 
While I myself will lead a private life, 
And in devotion spend my latter days, 
To sin's rebuke, and my Creator's praise. 
War. What answers Clarence to his sove- 
reign's will ? 
Clar, That he consents, if Warwick yield ^ 
consent ; 
For on thy fortune I repose myself. 

War, Why, then, though loth, yet must I 
be content ; 
We'll yoke together, like a double shadow 
To Henry's body, and supply his place ; 
I mean, in bearing weight of government. 
While he enjoys the honor, and his ease. 
And, Clarence, now then it is more than 
needful, [traitor. 

Forthwith that Edward be pronounced a 
And all his lands and goods be confiscate. 
Clar. What else ? and that succession be 

determined. 
War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want 

his part. 
K. Hen. But, with the first of all your 
chief affairs, 
Let me entreat (for I command no more) 
That Margaret your queen, and my son Ed- 
ward, [speed : 
Be sent for, to return from France with 
For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclipsed. 

Clar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with 
all speed. 
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K. Hen, My lord of Somerset, what youth 

is that, 
Of whom you seem to have so tender care ? 
Som, My liege, it is young Henry, earl of 

Richmond. 
K* Hen, Come hither, England's hope: 

[lays his hand on his head,] if secret 

powers 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts. 
This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss. 
His looks are full of peaceful majesty. 
His head by nature framed to wear a crown, 
His hand to wield a sceptre ; and himself 
Likely, in time, to bless a regal throne. 
Make much of him, my lords ; for this is he 
Must help you more than you are hurt by me. 

Enter a Messenger. 

JVar, What news, my friend? 
Mess, That Edward is escaped from your 
brother. 
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 
War, Unsavory news : but how made he 

escape ? 
Afess, He was conveyed by Richard duke 
of Gloster, 
And the lord Hastings, who attended him 
In secret ambush on the forest side. 
And from the bishop's huntsmen rescued him ; 
For hunting was his daily exercise. 

JVar* My brother was too careless of hit 
charge. 
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But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may beticie. 

{Exeunt K. Henry, Warwick, Clarencb, 

Lieutenant, and A.ttendants. 

Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of 

Edward's : 

For doubtless Burgundy will yield him help ; 

And we shall have more wars before 't be 

long. 
As Henry's late presadng prophecy 
i)id glad my heart wim hope of this young 
Richmond ; [flicts 

So doth my heart misgive me, in these con- 
What may befall him, to his harm and ours : 
Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 
Forthwith we'll send him hence to Brittany, 
Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

Oxf. Ay; for if Edward repossess the 
crown, [down. 

'Tis like that Richmond with the rest shall 
Som. It shall be so ; he shall to Brittany. 
Come, therefore, let's about it speedily. 

\Exeunt, 

SCENE VW.-'Before York. 

. Bntir King Edward, Gloster, Hastings, and 
. Forces, 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, lord Has- 
tings, and the rest. 
Yet thus nir fortune maketh us amends, 
And says, that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry's regal crown. 
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Well have we passed, and now repassed the 

seasy 
And brought desired help from Burgundy; 
What then remains, we being thus arrived 
From Ravenspurg haven before the gates of 

Ywk, 
But that we enter as into our dukedom ? 
Glif. The gates made fast! — Brother, 1 

like not this ; 
For many men that stumble at the threshold 
Arc well foretold that danger lurks within. 
/T. Edw. Tush, man! abodements must 

not now affright us : 
By fair or foul means we must enter in, 
For hither will our friends repair to us. 
I/asf, My liege, I'll knock once more to 

summon them. 

£ni4r, on the walls, the Mayor <?/ York, and his 
brethren. 

May. My lords, we were forewarned ot 
your coming, 
And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 
K, Edw, But, master mayor, if Henry be 
your king, 
Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York. 
May, True, my good lord ; I know you for 

no less. 
K. Edw, Why, and I challenge nothing 
but mv dukedom, 
As being well content with that alone. 
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Glo* [aside,] But when the fox hath once 

got in his nose, [low. 

Hell soon find means to make the bodv fol- 

Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you 

in a doubt ? 

Open the gates ; we are king Henry's friends. 

May. Ay, say you so ? the gates shall then 

be Open'd. [Exeunt from above, 

Glo. A wise stout captain, and soon per- 
suaded ! 
Hast. The good old man would fain that 
all were well. 
So 'twere not *long of him : but, being entered, 
I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
Both him and all his brothers unto reason. 

Reenter the Mayor, and two Aldermen, below. 

K. Edw. So, master mayor: these gates 

must not be shut. 
But in the night, or in the time of war. 
What! fear not, man, but yield me up the 

keys ; [ Takes his keys. 

For Edward will defend the town, and thee. 
And all those friends that deign to follow me* 

Drum. Enter Montgomery, and Forces, marching. 

Glo. Brother, this is sir John Montgomery, 
Our trusty friend, unless 1 be deceived. 
K. Edw. Welcome, sir John ! But why 

come you in arms ? 
Mont. To help king Edward in his time of 
storm, 
As every loj^ subject ought to do. 
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K. Edw, Thanks, good Montgomery : but 
we now forget 
Our title to the crown ; and only claim [rest 
Our dukedom, till God please to send the 
Mont, Then fare you well, for 1 will hence 
again ; 
I came to serve a king, and not a duke. 
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. 

\A march begun, 

K, Edw, Nay, stay, sir John, awhile ; and 

we'll debate [er'd. 

By what safe means the crown may be recov- 

Mont, What talk you of debating ? in few 

words, 

If you'll not here proclaim yourself our king 

rif leave you to your fortune ; and be gone, 

To keep them back that come to succor 

vou: 
Why should we fight if you pretend no title ? 
Glo. Whjr, brother, wherefore stand you 

on nice points ? 
K, Edw, When we grow stronger, then 
we'll make our claim : 
Till then, 'tis wisdom to conceal our meaning. 
Hast, Away with scrupulous wit! now 

arms must rule. 
Glo, And fearless minds climb soonest unto 
crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand ; 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. 
K, Edw, Then be it as you will : for 'til 
my right, 
/Vnd Henry but usurps the diadem. 
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Mont, Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like 
himself ; 
And now will I be Edward's champion. 
Hast Sound, trumpet; Edward shall be 
here proclaim'd : [tion. 

Come, fellow soldier, make thou proclama* 
[ Gives him a paper. Flourish ■ 
Sold, [reads.] 

Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of Eng- 
land and France, and lord of Ireland, &c. 

Mont, And whosoe'er gainsays king Ed- 
ward's right, 
By this I challenge him to sinele fight. 

[ Throws down his gauntlet. 
AIL Long live Edward the fourth ! 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery;— 
and thanks unto you all. 
If fortune serve me PIl requite this kindness. 
Now, for this night, lets harbor here in 
York : [car 

And, when the morning sun shall raise his 
Above the border of this horizon, [mates ; 
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his 
For well I wot that Henry is no soldier. 
Ah, froward Clarence ! — how evil it beseems 

thee 
To flatter Henry, and forsake thy brother ! 
Yet, as we may, we'll meet both thee and 

Warwick. 
Come on, brave soldiery ; doubt not of the 
day; [pay. 

And that once gotten, doubt not of large 

\Rxfunt4 
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SCENE VIII.— London. A Room in thg 
Palacf. 

MMitr King Hbnry, Warwick, Clarsncs, Mow 
TAGUB, ExBTBR, and Oxford. 

War, What counsel, lords ? Edward from 

Bclgia, 
With hastj Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath pass'd in safety through the narrow 

seas, [London ; 

And with his troops doth march amain to 
And many giddy people flock to him. 
Ox/, Let's levy men, and beat him back 

again. 
Clar, A little fire is quickly trodden out ; 
Which, being sufiFer'd, rivers cannot quench 
War, In Warwickshire I have true-heartec 

friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war ; 
Those will I muster up : and thou, son Clar- 
ence, [Kent, 
Shalt stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in 
The knights and gentlemen to come with 

thee : 
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt 

find [mand*st: 

Men well inclined to hear what thou com- 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well bc« 

loved, 
In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends. 
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My sovereign, with the loving citizens, 
Like to his island ^rt in with the ocean, 
Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs. 
Shall rest in London till we come to him. 
Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply. 
Farewell, my sovereign. 
K. Hen, Farewell, my Hector, and my 

Troy*s true hope. 
Clar, In sign of truth I kiss your high- 
ness' hand. 
K. Hen, Well-minded Clarence, be thou 

fortunate. 
Mont. Comfort, my lord;— and so I take 

my leave. 
Oxf, And thus {kissing Henry's hand,'] I 

seal my truth, and bid adieu. 
K. Hen, Sweet Oxford, and my loving 
Montague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 
War, Farewell, sweet lords ; let's meet at 
Coventry. 

{Exeunt War., Clar., Oxf., and Mont. 

K. Hen, Here at the palace will I rest a 

while. [ship ? 

Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lord* 

Methinks the power that Edward hath in 

field 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 
Exe. The doubt is that he will seduce the 

rest 
K, Hen, That's not my fear, my meed 
hath got me fame. [mands, 

I have not stopp'd mine ears to their de- 
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Nor posted off their suits with slow delays 5 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds^ 
My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs, 
My mercy dried their water-flowing tears ; 
I have not been desirous of their wealth. 
Nor much oppressed them with great subsi- 
dies, [err'd ; 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much 
Then why should they love Edward more 

than me ? 
No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace 1 
And when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 
The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout witkin — A Lancaster ! A Lancaster! 

Exe. Hark, hark, my lord! what shouts 
are these ? 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Soldiers. 

K» Edw. Seize on the shame-faced Henry 

bear him hence. 
And once again proclaim us king of England. 
You are the fount that makes small brooks 

to flow ; [them dry, 

Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck 
And swell so much the higher by their ebb. 
Hence with him to the Tower ; let him not 

speak. [Exeunt some •with King Henry. 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our 

course. 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains : 
The sun shines hot, and if we use delay 
Cold-biting winter mars our hoped-for nay. 
Glo, Away betimes, before his forces joia. 
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And take the great-grown traitor unawares ' 
Brave warriors, march amain towards Gov* 
entry. [Exeunt^ 




ACT V. 

SCENE I.— -Coventry. 

Enter upon the walls^ Warwick, the Mayor of 
Coventry, ttoo Messengers, and others, 

Warwick, 

gHERE is the post that came from 
valiant Oxford ? 
How far hence is thy lord, mine 
honest fellow ? 

1 Mess, By this at Dunsmore, marching 

hitherward. 
War. How far off is our brother Mon- 
tague ? [tague ? 
Where is the post that came from Mon- 

2 Mess, By this at Daintry, with a puis- 

sant troop. 

Enter Sir John Sombrvills. 
IVar. Say, Somerville, what says my lov- 
ing son ? (now ? 
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence 
Sam, At Southam I did leave him with his 
forces, [hence. 
And do expect him here some two hours 

[Drum heard. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand ; I hear 
his drum. 
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Som, It is not his, my lord ; here Southam 

lies ; [Warwick. 

The drum your honor hears marcheth froni 

War, Who should that be? belike, ua- 
looked-for friends. 

Som, They are at hand, and you shaU 
quickly know. 

Drums, Enter King Edward, Glostbr, and 

PorceSy marching, 

K, Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and 

sound a parle. 
Glo. See, how the surly Warwick mans the 

wall. 

War. O, unbid spite ! is sportful Edward 

come ? [duced, 

Where slept our scouts, or how are they se- 

That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

K, Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope 

the city gates, — [knee, — 

Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy 

Call Edward king, and at his hands beg 

mercy ? — 
And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 
War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy 
forces hence, — [down,— 

Confess who set thee up and pluck'd thee 
Call Warwick patron, and be penitent ? — 
And thou shalt still remain the duke of York. 
Glo. I thought, at least, he would have said 
the king ; 
Or did he make the jest against his will ? 
War, Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift ? 
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Gh. Ay, by my faith, for a poor catl to 
give; 
I'll do thee service for so good a ^h. 

War. *Twas I that gav'e the lungdom to 

thy brother. 
K, Eaiv, Why, then 'tis mine, if but by 

Warwick's gift 
War Thou art no Atlas for so great a 
weiffht : 
And, wealJing, Warwick takes his gift a^in; 
And Henry is my king. Warwick his subject 
K, Edw, But Warwick's king is Edward's 
prisoner ; 
And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this, 
What is the body when the head is off ? 
Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore- 
cast. 
But whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 
The king was slily finger'd from the deck ! 
You left poor Henry at the bishop's palace, 
And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the 
Tower. 
K, Edw. *Tis even so ; yet you are War- 
wick still. 
Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel 
down, kneel down ; 
Nay, when ? strike now, or else the iron cools. 
War, I had rather chop this hand off at ai 
blow. 
And with the other fline it at thy face. 
Than bear so low a sail to strike to thee. 
K» Edw, Sail how thou canst, have wind 
and tide thy friend ; 
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This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black 

hair, 
Shall, whiles thy head is warrn^ and new cut 

off, [blood, — 

Write in the dust this sentence with thy 
Wind-changing Warwick now can change 

no more. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and colors. 

War, O cheerful colors! see, where Ox- 
ford comes ! 
Oxf, Oxford, Oxford, for 1-ancaster! 

[Oxford and his Forces enter the City, 

Glo, The gates are open, let us enter too. 
K, Edw, So other foes may set upon our 
backs. 
Stand we in good array ; for they, no doubt, 
Will issue out again and bid us battle : 
If not, the city being but of small defence. 
We'll quickly rouse the traitors in the same. 
War, O, welcome, Oxford ! for we want 
thy help. 

Enter Montague, with drum and colors, 

MonU Montague, Montague, for Lancas- 
ter ! {He and his Forces enter the City, 
Glo, Thou and thy brother both shall buy 
this treason 
Sven with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 
K. Edw, The harder match 'd« the greater 
victory : 
My mind presageth happy gain, and conquest. 
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Enter Somerset, wiih drum and cohrs, 

Som, Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster ! 
[Hi and his Forces enter the City. 
Gh. Two of thy name, both dukes cl 
Somerset, 
Have sold their lives tinto the house of York ; 
And thou shalt be the third, if this sword 
hoW. 

Enter Clarence, wtth drum and colors. 

War. And lo, where George of Clarence 
sweeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; 
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails, 
More than the nature of a brother's love : 
Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt if Warwick 
* , call. 

Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what 
this means ? 

[ Taking the red rose out of his cap. 

Look here, I throw mv infamy at thee : 

I will not ruinate my lather's house, 

Who gave his blood to lime the stones to« 

gether, [Warwick, 

And set up Lancaster. Why, trow'st thou. 
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural, 
•To Heud the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother and his lawful king ? 
Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy oath : 
To keep that oath were more impiety 
Than Jephtha's, when he sacrinced hit 

daughter. 
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'I am so sorry for my trespass made, 
That, to deserve well at my brother's hancfa^ 
I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe ; 
With resolution, wheresoever I meet thee, 
(As I will meet thee if thou stir abroad,) 
To plague thee for thy foul misleading me* 
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, 1 defy theew 
And to my brother turn ray blushing cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ; 
And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults. 
For I will henceforth be no more unconstant 
K, Edw, Now welcome more, and ten 
times more beloved, 
Than if thou never hadst deserved our hate. 
Glo, Welcome, good Clarence ; this is 

brother-like. 
War, O passing traitor, perjured, and un- 
just! 
K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave 
the town and fight ? 
Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears ? 
War, Alas ! I am not coop'd here for de« 
fence : 
I will away towards Bamet presently. 
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'st. 
K, Edw, Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, 
and leads the way. 
Lords, to the field ! Saint George and victory ! 

ydarch. MxguMt 
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SCENE ll.-^AJiildo/BaitU near Bamet 

Alarums and excursions. Enter King Edward, 
bringing in Warwick, wounded. 

K, Edw. SOf lie thou there : die thou, and 
die our fear ; 
For Warwick was a bug that fearM us alL 
Now, Montague, sit fast ; I seek for thee, 
That Warwick's bones may keep thine com- 
pany. \Exu. 
War. Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, 
friend or foe, 
And tell me who is victor, York, or Warwick ? 
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows. 
My blood, my want of strength, my sick 

heart shows. 
That I must yield my body to the earth. 
And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge, 
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely 

eagle ; 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept ; 
Whose top-branch overpeer*d Jove's spread- 
ing tree, [wind. 
And kept low shrubs from winter's powerful 
These eves, that now are dimm'd with death's 

black veil, 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun 
To search the secret treasons of the world : 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fiU'd with 

blood, 
Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres ; 
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For who lived king but I could die his grave ? 
And who durst smile when Warwick bent his 

brow ? 
Lo, now my glory smear'd in dust and blood ! 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 
Even now forsake me ; and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me but my body's length ! 
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and 

dust?- 
And, live we how we can, yet die we must. 

Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick! wert thou 
as we are, 
We might recover all our loss again. 
The queen from France hath brought a puis- 
sant power ; [fly ! 
Even now we heard the news : ah, couldst thou 
War. Why, then I would not fly. — Ah, 
Montague, 
If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand. 
And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile ! 
Thou lov'st me not, for, brother, if thou didst, 
Thy tears would wash this cold congealed 

blood 
That glues my lips, and will not let me speak 
Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 
Som, Ah, Warwick, Montague hath 
breathed his last ; 
And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick, 
And said. Commend me to my valiant brother. 
And more he would have said : and more ht 
spoke^ 
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Which sounded like a cannon in a vault, 
That mought not be distinguish'd ; but, ait 

last, 
r well might hear, delivered with a groan, 
O, farewell, Warwick/ 

War, Sweet rest his soul !— 

Fly, lords, and save yourselves; for War- 
wick bids 
You all farewell, to meet in heaven. \pies. 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen's 
great power. 

{Exeunt J bearing off Warwick'^ body, 

SCENE IW,— Another Part of the Field. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, in triumph; with 
Clarence, Gloster, and the rest. 

K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps aa 

upward course. 
And we are graced with wreaths of victory, 
But, in the midst of this bright-shining day, 
I spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud, 
That will encounter with our glorious sun, 
Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 
I mean, my lords, those powers that the 

queen 
Hath raised in Gallia have arrived our coast. 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 
Clar, A little gale will so&n disperse that 

cloud, [cam©. : 

And blow it to the source from whence it 
Thy very beams will dry those vapors up j 
For every cloud engenders not a storm. 
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Glo. The queen is valued thirty thousand 
strong, 
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her ; 
If she have time to breathe, be well assured 
Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 
A'. Edw. We are advertised by our loving 
friends, [bury ; 

That they do hold their course toward Tewks- 
We, having now the best at Barnet field. 
Will thither straight, for willingness rids way : 
And, as we march, our strength will be aug- 
mented 
In every county as we go along. 
Strike up the drum; cry, Courage! and 
away. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV,— Plains near Tewl^shury, 

March. Enter Queen Margaret, Prince Ed- 
WARD, Somerset, Oxford, and Soldiers. 

Q, Mar. Great lords, wise men ne'er sit 
and wail their loss. 
But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 
• What, though the mast be now blown over- 
board. 
The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost. 
And half our sailors swallow'd in the flood, 
Yet lives our pilot still. Is't meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 
With tearful eyes add water to the sea, 
And give more strength to that which hath 
too much ; [rock, 

Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the 
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Which industry and courage might hare 

saved ? [this ! 

Ah, what a shame! ah, what a fault were 
Say, Warwick was our anchor ; what of that ? 
And Montague our top-mast ; what of him ? 
Our slaughter'd friends the tackles ; what of 

these ? 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ? 
And Somerset another goodly mast ? [lings. 
The friends of France our shrouds and tack- 
And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I 
For once allowed the skilful pilot's charge ? 
We will not from the helm, to sit and weep ; 
But keep our course, though the rough wind 

say no, [wreck* 

From shelves and rocks that threaten us with 
As good to chide the waves as speak them 

fair. 
And what is Edward but a ruthless sea ? 
What Clarence, but a quicksand of deceit ? 
And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ? 
All these the enemies to our poor bark. 
Say, you can swim ; alas ! 'tis but a while : 
Tread on the sand ; why, there you quickly 

sink : 
Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off, 
Or else you famish, that's a threefold death. 
This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 
If case some one of you would fly from us. 
That there's no hoped-for mercy with the 

brothers, 
More than with ruthless waves, with sands, 

and rocks. 
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WbX) coaraee, then ! what cannot be avoided 
*Twere childish weakness to lament or fear. 
Prince. Me thinks a woman of this valiant 
spirit [words, 

Should, if a coward hear her speak these 
Infuse his breast with magnanimity. 
And make him, naked, foil a man at arms. 
I speak not this as doubting any here : 
For did I but suspect a fearful man, 
He should have leave to go away betimes; 
Lest, in our need, he might infect another, 
And make him of like spirit to himself. 
If any such be here, as God forbid I 
Let him depart, before we need his help. 
Oxf. Women and children of so high a 
courage ? [shame. 

And warriors faint! why, 'twere perpetual 
O, brave young prince 1 thy famous grand- 
father 
Doth live again in thee : long mayst thou live 
To bear his image, and renew his glories ! 
Som. And he that will not fight for such a 
hope, 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day^ 
If he arise, be mock'd and wonder'd at. 
Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset ; — sweet 

Oxford, thanks. 
Prince. And take his thanks that yet hath 
nothing else. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess, Prepare you, lords, for Edward is 
at hand, 
Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute 
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Oxf, I thought no less : it is his policy 
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 
Som, But he's deceived, we are in readi* 

ness. 
Q. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your 

forwardness. 
Oxf. Here pitch our battle ; hence we will 

not budge. 

March. Enter, at a distance^ King Edward, Clar> 
ENCE, Gloster, and Forces. 

K» Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands 

the thorny wood, [strength, 

Which, by the heavens' assistance, and your 
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 
I need not add more fuel to your fire. 
For well I wot ye blaze to burn them out : 
Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords. 
Q. Mar, Lords, knights, and gentlemen, 

what I should say 
My tears gainsay ; for everv .word I speak. 
Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 
Therefore, no more but this: Henry, your 

sovereign. 
Is prisoner to the ^oe ; his state usurp'd, 
His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects 

slain. 
His statutes cancelled, and his treasure spent ; 
And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 
You fight in justice ; then, in God's name. 

lords, 
Be valiant, and give signal to the fight. 

\Exeunt both Armies, 
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SCENE Y, ^Another Part of the same. 

Alarums; excursions; and afterwards a retreat 
Then enter King Edward, Clarencb, Glos- 
'n.Ky and Forces : with Queen Margaret, Ox- 
ford, and Somerset, prisoners. 

K, Edw: Now, here a period of tumul- 
tuous broils. [straight : 
Away with Oxford to Hammes' castle 
For Somerset, off with his guilty head. 
Go, bear them hence ; I will not hear them 
speak. 
Oxf, For my part, 111 not trouble thee with 

words. 
Som. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my 
fortune. 
[Exeunt Oxford and Somerset, guarded. 
Q. Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous 
world, 
To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 
K, Edw, Is proclamation made, that who 
finds Edward 
Shall have a high reward, and he his life ? 
Glo. It is : and lo, where youthful Edward 
comes. 

Enter Soldiers, with Prince Edward. 
K, Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us 
hear him speak. 
What ! can so young a thorn begin to prick } 
Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make 
Foi bearing arms^ for stirring up my subjects, 
And all the trouble thou haftt turn'd me to? 
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Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambi- 
tious York ! 
Suppose that I am now my father's mouth ; 
Resign thy chair, and, where I stand, kneel 

thou. 
Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee, 
Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer 
to. 
Q. Mar, Ah, that thy father had been so 

resolved ! 

Glo. That you might still have worn the 

petticoat, [caster. 

And ne'er have stolen the breech from Lan- 

Prince, Let i^op fable in a winter's night ; 

His currish riddles sort not with this place. 

Gio, By heaven, brat, I *11 plague you for 

that word. 
Q, Mar. Ay, thou wast bom to be a plagiiie 

to men. 
Glo. For God's sake, take away this cap- 
tive scold. 
Prince, Nay, take away this scolding 

crookback rather. 
K, Edw, Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm 

your tong^ue. 
Clar, Untutor'd lad, thou art too malapert. 
Prince. I know my duty ; you are all un- 
dutiful : 
Lascivious Edward, and thou perjured 

George, 
And thou mis-shapen Dick, I tell ve all, 
I am your better, traitors as ye are ; 
And thou usurp'st my father's ri^ht and mine. 
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K. Echv. Take that, thou likeness of this ^ 

railer here. \Stabs him, 

Glo, Sprawl'st thou ? take that, to end thy 

agony. [Siabs him, 

Clar, And there's for twitting me with 

perjury. [Stabs him, 

g. Mar. O, kill me too ! 

Glo. Marry, and shall. \Offers to kill her. 

K. Echv. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have 

done too much. 
Glo. Why should she live to fill the world 

with words ? 
K. Edw. What! doth she swoon? use 

means for her recovery. 
Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king my 
brother ; 
111 hence to London on a serious matter : 
Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some 
news. 
Clar. What? what? 

Glo. The Tower ! the Tower ! {Exit, 

Q. Mar. O, Ned, sweet Ned ! speak to thy 

mother, boy ! [ers ! — 

Canst thou not speak ? — O traitors i murder- 

They that stabb'd Caesar shed no blood at 

all, 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame. 
If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 
He was a man : this, in respect, a child ; 
And men ne'er spend their fury on a child. 
What's worse than murderer, that I may 

name it ? 
No, no ; my heart will burst, an if I speak : 
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And I will speak, that so my heart may burst 
Butchers and villains, bloody cannibals ! 
How sweet a plant have you untimely 

croppM ! 
You have no children, butchers ! if you had, 
The thought of them would have stirr'd up 

remorse : 
But, if you ever chance to have a child. 
Look in his youth to have him so cut off. 
As, deathsmen I you have rid this sweet 
young prince ! 
AT. Edw. Away with her ; go, bear her 

hence perforce. 
Q, Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, dis- 
patch me here ; [death : 
Here sheathe thy sword, Til pardon thee my 
What ! wilt thou not ? — then, Clarence, do it 
thou. 
Clar, By heaven, 1 will not do thee so 

much ease. 
Q, Mar. Good Clarence, do ; sweet Clar- 
ence, do thou do it. 
Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear I 
would not do it ? [thyself : 

Q, Mar* Ay, but thou usest to forswear 
Twas sin before, but now 'tis charity. 
What I wilt thou not t Where is that devil's 
butcher, Richard, [thou ? 

Hard-favor'd Richard ? Richard, where art 
Thou art not here : murder is thy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne'er putt'st back. 
K. Edw, Away, I say ; I charge ye, bear 
her hence. 
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Q. Afar. So come to you, and yours, as to 
this prince ! [.ExU^ Ud out forcibly. 

K. Edw. Where's Richard gone ? 
Clar, To London, all in post ; and, as I 
guess, 
To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 
K. Edw, He's sudden, if a thing comes in 
his head. [sort 

Now march we hence : discharge the common 
With pay and thanks, and let's away to Lon- 
don, 
And see our gentle queen how well she fares : 
By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. 

[Bxeunt^ 

SCENE VL— London. A Room in thi 
Tower. 

King Henry discovered reading : the Lieatenant 
attending Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Good day, my lord ! What, at your 

book so hard } 
K, Hen, Ay, my good lord : my lord, I 
should say, rather : 
'Tis sin to flatter, good was little better : 
Good Gloster and good devil were alike. 
And both preposterous ; therefore, not good 
lord. 
Glo, Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we 
must confer. \Exa Lieutenant. 

K, Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd 
from the wolf : [fleece. 

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his 
And next his throat unto the butcher's knife. 
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What scene of death hath Roscius now to 

act? 
Glo Suspicion always hannts the guilty 

mind; 
The thief doth fear each bush an officer. 
K. Hen, The bird that hath been lim^d itt 

a bush, [bush : 

With trembling wmgs misdoubteth every 
And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird, 
Have now the fatal object m my eye, 
Where my poor young was hmed, was 

caught, and lall'd. . 
Glo. Why, what a peevish fool was that of 

Crete, 
That taught his son the office of a fowl; 
And yet, for ail his wings, the fool was 

drown d ! 
K. Hen. I, Daedalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ; 
Thy father, Minos, that denied our course ; 
The sun, that sear d the wmgs of my sweet 

boy. 
Thy brother Edward \ and thyself, the sea, 
Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life. 
Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with «vords !. 
My breast can better brook thy dagger's 

point, 
Than can my ears that tragic histoiy. [life ? 
But wherefore dost thou come ? is't for my 
Glo. Think'st thou I am an executioner ? 
K, Hen, A persecutor, I am sure, thou 

art; 
II murdering innocents be executing, 
Why, then Uiou art an executioner. 
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Glo, Thy soa I kiU'd for his presumption. 
k Hen, Hadst thou been kiird when first 

thou didst presume, 
Thou hadst not lived to kill a son of mine. 
And thus I prophesy, — that many a thousand. 
Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear ; 
And many an old man's sigh, and many a 

widow's. 
And many an orphan's water-standing eye, — 
Men for their sons', wives for their hus* 

bands'. 
And orphans for . their parents' timeless 

death, — . 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast bom. 
The owl shriek'd at thy birth, an evil si^ ; 
The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time ; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempests shook 

down trees ; 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth less than a mother's 

hope ; 
.To witf an indigest deformed lump, 
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. 
. Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast 

born, 
To signify thou cam'st to bite the world ; 
And, if the rest be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'st — 
Glo I'll hear no more : — die, prophet, in 

thy speech : [Stabs km. 

For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain'd. 
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K, Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter 
after this. 
O, God forgive my sins, and pardon thee ! 

Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lan- 
caster [mounted. 
Sink in the ground ? I thought it would have 
See how my sword weeps for the poor king's 
death ! 

0, may such purple tears be always shed 
From those that wish the downfall of our 

house ! 
If any spark of life be yet remaining, 
Down, down to hell ; and say I sent thee 

thither,— \Stabs him again, 

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 
Indeed, 'tis true that Henry told me of; 
For I have often heard my mother say 

I came into the world with my legs forward. 
Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste, 
And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right ? 
The midwife wonder'd : and the women 

cried, 
Oh^ Jesus bless us^ he is horn with teeth / 
And so I was ; whip h plainl)r signified [dog. 
That I should snarl, and bite, and play the 
Then, since the heavens have shaped my 

body so. 
Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it. 
I have no brother, I am like no brother : 
And this word love^ which greybeards call 

divine, 
Be resident in men like one another^ 
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And not in me ; I am mjrself alone. [light ; 
Clarence, beware ; thou keep'st me from the 
But I will sort a pitchy day for thee : 
For I will buzz abroad such prophecies, 
That Edward shall be fearful of his life ; 
And then, to purge his fear, TU be thy death. 
King Henry and the prince his son are gone: 
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest, 
Counting myself but bad till I be best— 
I'll throw thy body in another room. 
And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. 

{Exit, 

SCENE VII.— r^^f same, A Room in the 
Palace. 

King Edward is discovered sitting on his throne; 
QuBBN Elizabeth, with the infant Prince, 
Clarence, Gloster, Hastings, and others^ 
near him. 

K. Edw. Once more we sit in England's 

royal throne. 
Re-purchased with the blood of enemies. 
What valiant foemen, like to autumn's com, 
Have we mow'd down, in tops of all their 

pride ! 
Three dukes of Somerset, threefold renown'd 
For hardy and undoubted champions : 
Two Cliffords, as the father and the son ; 
And two Northumberlands : two braver men 
Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's 

sound : . [and Montague, 

With them, the two brave bears, Warwick 
That in their chains fetter'd the. kingly lion. 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



ic. VII. k, ffEATR'Y VL^Pt, III, 13^ 

And ihidte the forest tremble when they 

roar'd. 
Thus have we swept susptcton from our seat, 
And made our footstool of security. 
Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy : 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself 
Have in our armors watch'd the winter's 

night ; 
Went all afoot in summer's scalding heat, 
That thou might'st repossess the crown in 

peace ; 
And of our labors thou shalt reap the gain. 
Glo. [aside.] Til blast his harvest, if your 

head were laid ; 
For yet I am not look*d on in the world. 
This shoulder was ordain'd so thick to heave : 
And heave it shall some weight, or break my 

back: 
Work thou the way, — and thou shalt execute. 
A^. Edw. Clarence, and Gloster, love my 

lovely queen, [both. 

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers 
Clar. The duty that I owe unto your maj- 
esty 
I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 
Il, Edw, Thanks, noble Clarence ; worthy 

brother, thanks. 
Glo, And, that I love the tree from whence 

thou sprang'st, 
Witness the loving kiss \ give the fruit : — 
[Aside.] To say the truth, so Judas kiss'd his 

master ; [harm. 

And cried — all hail / vrhenzs he meant — all 
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K. Edw. Now am I seated as my •soul de- 
lights, [loves. 
Having my country's peace, and brothers* 
Clar. What will your grace have done 
with Margaret ? 
Reienier, her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusalem, 
And hither have they sent it for her ransom. 
K, Edw, Away with her, and waft her 
hence to France. [time 
And now what rests, but that we spend the 
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shovrs, 
Such as befit the pleasure of the court ? 
Sound, drums and trumpets ! — ^farewell, sour 

annoy ! 
For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. 

[Exeunt 
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INTRODUCTION TO 
KING RICHARD III. 

HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

The character of Richard III. has been de- 
Teloped in the previous plavs. Those who 
study the subject carefully will find how entire 
the unity is preserved between the last of these 
four dramas, which everybody admits to be the 
work of the " greatest name in all literature," in 
an unbroken link with the previous drama, 
which some have been in the habit of assigning 
to some obscure and very inferior writer. We 
are taught to open the " Life and Death of King 
Richard 111.,* and to look upon the extraordi- 
nary being who utters the opening lines as some 
new creation, set before us in the perfect com- 

{)leteness of self-formed villany. We have not 
eimt to trace the growth of the mind of this 
bold bad man ; to see how his bravery became 
gradually darkened with ferocity ; how his pro- 
digious talents insensibly allied themselves with 
cunning and hypocrisy ; how, in struggling for 
his house, he ultimately proposed to struggle 
for himself; how, in fact, the bad ambition 
would be naturally kindled in his mind, to seize 
upon the power which was sliding from the 
hands of the voluptuous Edward, and the " sim- 
ple, plain Clarence." 
The poet of the " Richard III." goes straight- 

i 
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forward to his object ; for he has made all the 
preparation in the previous dramas. No gradual 
development is wanting of the character which 
is now to sway the action. The struggle of the 
houses up to this point has been one only of 
violence; and it was therefore anarchical 
"The big-boned" Warwick, and the fiery Clif- 
ford, alternately pressed over the contusioa 
The power which changed the— 

" Dreadful marrhes to delightful measures ^ 

seemed little more than accident But Richard 
proposed to himself to subject events to his 
domination, not by courage alone, or activity, 
or even by the legitimate exercise of a com- 
manding intellect, but by the clearest and cool- 
est perception of the strength which he must 
inevitably possess who unites the deepest sagac- 
ity to the most thorough unscrupulousness in 
its exercise, and is an equal master of the wea- 

gons of force and of craft The character of 
ichard is essentially different from any other 
character which Shakspere has drawn. His 
bloody violence is not that of Macbeth ; nor his 
subtle treachery that of lago. It is difficult to 
say whether he derives a greater satisfaction 
from the success of his crimes, or from the con- 
sciousness of power which attends the working 
of them. This is a feature which he holds in 
common with lago. But then he does not labor 
with a "motiveless malignity," as lago does. 
He has no vague suspicions, no petty jealousies, 
no remembrance of slight affronts, to stimulate 
him to a disproportioned and unnatural venge- 
ance. He ooes not hate his victims ; but they 
stand in his way, and as he does not Ictve them, 
they perish. Villains of the blackest dye dis- 
guise their crimes even from themselves. Rich- 
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ard shrinks not from their avowal to others, for 
a purpose. 

It is the result of the peculiar organization of 
Richard's mind, formed as it had oeen by cir- 
cumstances as well as by nature, that he invari- 
ably puts himself in the attitude of one who is 
playing a part It is this circumstance which 
makes the character (clumsy even as it has been 
made by the joinery of Ciboer) such a favorite 
on the stage. It cannot be over-acted. 

It is only in the actual presence of a power- 
ful enemy that Richard displays any portion of 
his natural character. His oravery required no 
dissimulation to uphold it In his last battle- 
field he puts forth all the resources of his intel- 
lect in a worthy direction : but the retribution 
is fast approaching. It was not enough for of- 
fended justice that ne should die as a hero : the 
terrible tortures of conscience were to precede 
the catastrophe. The df2^na has exhibited all 
it could exhibit — the pal{5able images of terror 
haunting a mind already anticipating the end. 
" Ratcliff, I fear, I fear," is the first revelation of 
the true inward man to a fellow-being. But the 
terror is but momentary :— 

" Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls.'* 

To the last the poet exhibits the supremacy of 
Richard's intellect, his ready talent, and his un- 
wearied energy. The tame address of Rich- 
mond to his soldiers, and the spirited exhorta- 
tion of Richard, could not have been the result 
of accident 

In the great drama before us, Shakspere fell 
in with the popular view of the character of 
Richard III. ;— preserving all the strong linea- 
ments of his guilty ambition, as represented by 
Sir Thomas More, and the Chroniclers who 
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perpetual, must continue to be received as true. 
They may not be the literal truth,— but they in- 
volve, there can be little doubt, the higher gen- 
eral truth, with reference to the mysterious 
events of this turbulent period. 

Hall's description of Richard's person and 
character is from More : 

" Richard, duke of Gloucester, was in wit and 
courage equal with the others (his brothers 
Edward and George), but in beauty and linea- 
ments of nature far underneath both ; for he 
was little of stature, evil-featured of limbs, crook- 
backed, the left shoulder much higher than the 
right, hard-favoured of visage, such as in estates 
is called a warlike visage, and among common 
persons a crabbed face. He was malicious, 
if^rathful,^ and envious. He was none evil cap> 
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tain in war, as to the which his disposition was 
more inclined to than to peace. Sundry vic- 
tories he had, and some overthrows, but never 
for default of his own person, either for lack of 
hardiness or politic oraer. Free he was of his 
dispenses, and 'somewhat above his power, 
liberal ; with large gifts he got him unsteadfast 
friendship, for which cause ne was fain to bor- 
row, pill, and extort in other places, which got 
him steadfast hatred. He was close and secret, 
a deep dissimuler, lowly of countenance, arro- 
gant of heart, outwardly familiar where he in- 
wardly hated, not lettmg to kiss whom he 
thougnt to kill ; despiteous and cruel, not alway 
for evil will, but often for ambition and to serve 
his purpose ; friend and foe were all indifferent 
where his advantage grew ; he spared no man's 
death whose life withstood his purpose. He 
slew in the Tower King Henry Vl., saying 
* Now is there no heir male of King Edward 
in. but we of the House of York ;' which mur- 
der was done without King Edward his assent, 
which would have appomted that butcherly 
office to some other rather than to his own 
brother. Some wise men also wen that his 
drift lacked not in helping forth his own brother 
of Clarence to his death, which thing to all ap- 
pearance he resisted, although he inwardly 
minded it** 

The tragic story of the murder of Richard's 
nephews is thus recorded by the Chronicler, 
on the authority of Sir Thomas More :— 

" And forasmuch as his mind gave him that, 
his nephews living, men would not reckon that 
he could have right to the realm, he thought 
therefore without delay to rid them, as though 
the killing of his kinsmen might end his cause 
and make him kindly king. Whereupon he 
sent John Green, whom he specially trusted, 
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unto Sir Robert Brackenbury, constable of the 
Tower, with a letter and credence also, that the 
same Sir Robert in anywise should put the two 
children to death. This John Green did his 
errand to Brackenbury, kneeling befote Our 
Lady in the Tower ; who plainly answered 
that he would never put them to death to die 
therefore. With the which answer Green re- 
turned, recounting the same to king Richard 
at Warwick, yet on his journey ; wherewith he 
displeasure and thought, that the 
t he said to a secret page of his, * Ah, 
11 a man trust ? they that I have 
3 myself, they that I weened would 
surely served me, even those fail me, 
commandment will do nothing for 
Quoth the i)age, * there lieth one in 
chamber without, that I dare well 
say, lo do your grace pleasure, the thing[ were 
right hard that he would refuse :' meanmg by 
this James Tyrrel. 

" James Tyrrel devised that they should be 
murthered in their beds, and no blood shed : to 
the execution whereof he appointed Miles For- 
est, one of the four that before kept them, a 
fellow flesh bred in murther beforetime ; and 
to him he joined one John Dighton, his own 
horsekeeper,' a big, broad, square, and strong 
knave. Then, all the other being removed from 
them, this Miles Forest and John Dighton about 
midnight, the sely children lying in their beds, 
came into the chamber, arid suddenly lapped 
them up amongst the clothes, and so bewrapped 
them and entangled them, keeping down by 
force the feather-bed and pillows hard unto 
their mouths, that within a while they smothered 
and stifled them ; and their breaths tailing, they 
^ave up to God their innocent souls into -the 
joys of heaven, leaving to the tormentors their 
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bodies dead in the bed; which after the 
wretches perceived, first by the strugjgling with 
the pangs of death, and after long lying still, to 
be thoroughly dead, they laid the bodies out 
upon the bed, and fetched James Tyirel to see 
them ; which, when he saw them perfectly dead, 
he caused the murtherers to bury them at the 
stair foot, meetly deep in the ground, under a 
great heap of stones. 

"Then rode James Tyrrel in great haste to 
King Richard, and showed him all the manner 
of the murther ; who give him great thanks, 
and, as men say, there made him knight" 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

King Edward the Fourth. 

Edward, Pnnce of WaUsy afterwards King Edward 
v.; and Richard, DukeofYork^ sons to the King. 

George, Duke of Clarence . brother to the King. 

Richard, Duke of Gloucester ^ afterwards King 
Richard III. ; brother to the King. 

A young Son of Clarence. [VIL 

Henry, Earl of Richmond ^ aflerwards King Henry 

Cardinal Bourchier, Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Thomas Rotherham, Archbishop of York. 

John Morton, Bishop of Ely. 

The Dukes of Buckingham and Norfolk. 

The Earl of Surrey, son to the Duke of Norfolk. 

Earl KiVEKSfbrotherto Elizabeth,^^^ to Edward FV. 

Marquis of Dorset and Lord Grey, sons to Eliza- 
beth, Queen to Edward IV. 

The Earl of Oxford, and Lord Hastings. 

Lord Stanley. 

Lord Lovel, Sir Thomas Vaughan, Str Richard 
Ratcliff, Sir William Catesby, Sir James 
Tyrrel, Sir James Blount, apid Sir Walter 
Herbert. 

Sir Robert Brake nbury. Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Christopher Urswick, a priest. 

Another Priest. ' 

The Lord Mayor (/London. 

The Sheriff <?/ Wiltshire. 

Tressel and Berkeley, gentlemen attending on ths 
Lady Anne. 

Elizabeth, Queen to King Edward IV. 

Margaret, wtdow of King Henry VI. 

The Duchess of York, mother toKing Edward IV. 

Lady Anne, itndow of Edward, Prince of Wales, son t* 
King Henry VI. i afterwards married to Richard. 

A young Daughter <;/Clarence (Margaret Plantagenet). 
Ghosts of those murdered by Richard. 

LordSy and other Attendants , a Pursuivant^ a Scriu. 

• enerf CitiunSf Murderers, Messengers, Soldietm 
^c. 

SCENE,— England. 
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ACT I. 
SCENE I.— London. A Street, 
Enter Gloster. 
Gloster. 

)W is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this 
sun of York ; [upon our house 
And ail the clouds that lour'd 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with victorious 

wreaths ; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 
Our stern alarums changed to merry meet> 

ings ; 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grim-visaged war hath smoothed his wrinkled 

front ; 
And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds. 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 
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To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 
But I, that am not shapedfor sportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking- 
glass ; — [majesty 
I, that am rudely stamped, and want love's 
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ;— 
I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deform'd, unfinished, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half madt 

up. 
And that so lamely and unfashionable 
That do^s bark at me as I halt by them ; 
Why I, m this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pass away the time. 
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 
And descant on mine own deformity. 
And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover 
To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 
I am determined to prove a villain, 
And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 
By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 
To set my brother Clarence and the king 
In deadly hate the one against the other: 
And, if king Edward be as true and just 
As I am subtle, false, and treacherous, [up* 
This day should Clarence closely be mew*d 
Aoout a prophecy, which says that G 
Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul ! here 
Clarence comes. 
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Enitr Clarbnce, guarded^ and Brakbnbuky. 

Brother, good day : what means this armed 

guard 
That waits upon your grace ? 

Clar, His majesty, 

Tendering my person's safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo, Upon what cause ? 
f Clar, Because my name is George. 

Glo, Alack, my lord, that tault is none of 
yours ; [ fathers : — 

He should, for that, commit your god- 
O, belike, his majesty hath some intent 
That you should be new christen* d in the 
Tower. [know? 

But what's the matter, Clarence ? may I 
Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for I 
protest 
As yet I do not : but, as I can learn, 
He hearkens after prophecies and dreams ; 
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 
And says, a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue disinherited should be ; 
And, for my name of George begin§ with G, 
It follows in his thought that I am he : 
These, as I learn, and such-like toys as these, 
Have moved his highness to commit me now. 
Glo, Why. this it is when men are ruled 
by women : [Tower ; 

*Tis not the king that sends you to the 
My lady Grey his wife, Clarence, 'tis she 
That tempers him to this extremity. 
10 
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Was it not she and that good man of worship, 
Antony Woodville, her brother there, 
That made him send lord Hastings to the 
Tower ; [er'd ? 

From whence this present day he is deliv- 
We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe. 

Clar, By heaven, I think there is no man 

secure [heralds 

But the queen's kindred, and night-walking 

That trudge betwixt the king and mistress 

Shore. 
Heard you not what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery ? 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 
I'll tell you what, — I think it is our way, 
If we will keep in favor with the king. 
To be her men and wear her livery : 
The jealous o'erworn widow, and herself, 
Since that our brother dubb'd thenl gentle- 
women. 
Are mighty gossips in our monarchy. 

Brak. I beseech your graces both to par- 
don me ; 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge 
That no man shall have private conference. 
Of what degree soever, with his brother. 

Glo, Even so ; an please your worship, 
Brakenbury, 
You may partake of anything we say : [king 
We speak no treason, man : — we say, the 
Is wise and virtuous ; and his noble queen 
Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous :-^ 
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We say, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing 
tongue ; [tie-folks ; 

And that the queen's kindred are made gen 
How say you, sir ? can you deny all this ? 
Brak, With this, my lord, myself have 

naught to do. 
Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore ? I 
tell thee, fellow. 
He that doth naught with her, excepting one. 
Were best to do it secretly, alone. 
Brak, What one, my lord ? 
Glo. Her husband, knave :--wouldst thou 

betray me ? 
Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me ; 
and, withal, [duke. 

Forbear your conference with the noble 
Clar, We know thy charge, Brakenbury, 
and will obey. [obey. 

Glo. We are the queen's abjects, and must 
Brother, farewell ; I will unto the king ; 
And whatsoe'er you will employ me in, — 
Were it to call king Edward's widow sister,— 
I will perform it, to enfranchise you. 
Meantime, this deep disgrace in orotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. I know it pleasetn neither of us well. 
Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be 
long; 
I will deliver you, or else lie for you : 
Meantime, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce ; farewell 

lExeunt Clarence, llRAKaNBURY^^H^^^^^t^ie 
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Glo, Go, tread the path that thou shalt 
ne'er return, 
Simple, plain Clarence ! I do love thee so, 
That I will shortly sen4 thy soul to heaven, 
If heaven will take the present at our hands 
But who comes here ? the new-deliver*d 
Hastings. 

Enter Hastings. 

Host, Good time of day unto my gracious 

lord! 
Glo, As much unto my good lord chamber- 
lain ! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'd imprison- 
ment ? 
HasL With patience, noble lord, as pris- 
oners must : 
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks 
That were the cause ot my imprisonment. 
Glo. -No doubt, no doubt, and so shall 
Clarence too ; 
For they that were your enemies are his. 
And have prevail'd as much on him as you. 
Hast. More pity that the eagle should be 
mew'd, 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 
Glo, What news abroad ? 
Hast, No news so bad abroad as this at 
home ; 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholji 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 
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Glo. Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad 

indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long. 
And over-much consumed his royal person ; 
'Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, is he 'in his bed ? 
Hast He is. 

Glo, Go you before, and I will follow you. 
{Exit Hastings. 
He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die 
Till George be pack'd with posthorse up to 

heaven, 
ril in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With lies well steel'd with weighty argu- 
ments : 
And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live : 
Which done, God take king Edward to his 

mercy. 
And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 
For then PU marry Warwick's youngest 

daughter. [father, 

What though I kill'd her husband and her 
The readiest way to make the wench amends 
Is, to become her husband and her father : 
The which will I : not all so much for love 
As for another secret close intent. 
By marrying her, which I must reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horse to market : 
Clarence still breathes ; Edward still lives 

and reigns ; 
When they are gone, then must I count my 

gains. r^m 
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SCENE ll.^Thesame, Another Street. 

J^nt^ tht e&r^u of King Hbnry the Sixth, bornein 
an open coffin^ Gentlemen bearing halberds U 
guard it ; and Lady Annx as mourner, 

Anne. Set down, set down your honorable 

load, — 
If honor may be shrouded in a hearse, — 
Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king ! 
Pale aslies of the house of Lancaster ! 
Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost, 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughtered son, 
Stabbed by the self-same hand that made 

these wounds! 
Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life, 
I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes : 
O, cursed be the hand that made these holes ! 
Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it ! 
Cursed the blood that let this blood from 

hence ! 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch. 
That makes us wretched by the death ol 

thee, 
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives ! 
If ever he have child, abortive be it. 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to lights 
Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 
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May fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 
And that be heir to his unhappiness ! 
If ever he have wife, let her be made 
More miserable by the death of him, 
Than I am made by my young lord, and thee I 
Come now, toward Cnertsey with your holy 

load, 
Taken from Paul's to be interr'd there ; 
And still, as you are weary of the weight, 
Rest you, whiles I lament king Henry's corse. 

[ The bearers take up the corpse^ and advance. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo, Stay, you that bear the corse, and set 

it down. 
Anne, What black magician conjures up 
this fiend. 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo. Villains, set down the corse ; or, by 
Saint Paul, 
ni make a corse of him that disobeys I 
I Gent My lord, stand back, and let the 

coffin pass. 
Glo. Unmanner'd dog! stand thou, when 
I command r 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast. 
Or, by Saint Paul, Pll strike thee to my foot, 
And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 
[ The bearers set down the coffin, 
Anne. What, do you tremble ? are you all 
afraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal, 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the deviL 
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Avaiint, thou dreadful minister of hell ! 
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, 
His soul thou canst not have ; tiierefore be 

gone. 
Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so 

curst. 
Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, 

and trouble us not*, 
For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 
FilPd it with cursing cries, ana deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view, thy heinous deeds. 
Behold this pattern of thy hutcherios. 
O, gentlemen, see, see I dead Henry's wounds 
Open their cdngeald mouths and bleed 

afresh I 
Blush, blush, thou lump of foul detormfty ; 
For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood 

dwells ; 
Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 
Provokes this deluge most unnatural. 
O God, which this blood mad'st, revenge his 

death ! [death I 

O earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his 
Either, Heaven, with lightning, strike the 

murderer dead ; 
Or, earth, gape open wide and eat him quick. 
As thou dost swallow up this good king's 

blood, 
Which his hell-govern'd arm hath butcher'd ! 

Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity. 
Which renders good for bad, blessings for 

curses. 
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Anne, Villain, thou know'stno law of God 

nor man ; [pity. 

Kg beast so fierce but knows some touch of 

Glo, But I know none, and therefore am 

no beast. 
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the. 

truth ! 
Glo. More wonderful, when angels are S9 
angry ! 
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman. 
Of these supposM crimes to g^ive me leave, 
By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 
Anne, Vouchsafe, diffused infection of a 
man, 
For these known evils but to give me leave, 
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 
Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let 
me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 
Anne. Fouler than he^rt can think thee, 
thou canst make 
No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 
Glo, By such despair I should accuse my- 
self. 
Anne. And by despairing shalt thou stand 
excused, 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 
Glo. Say, that I slew them not. 
Anne. Why, then, they are not dead : 

But dead they are. and, devilish slave, by 
thee. 
Glo. I did not kill your husband. 
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Anne, Why, then he is alive. 

Glo, Nay, he is dead; and slain by Ed- 
ward's hand. 
Anne. In thy foul throat thou liest ; queen 
Margaret saw [blood; 

Thy murderous faulchion smoking in his 
TTie which thou once didst bend against her 

breast, 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 
Glo, I was provoked by her slanderous 
tongue, [ders. 

That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoul- 
Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody 
mind. 
That never dream 'st on aught but butcheries : 
Didst thou not kill this king ? 

Glo, I grant ye. 

Anne, Dost grant me, hedgehog? then, 
God grant me too. 
Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed ! 
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Glo, The fitter for the King of heaven, 

that hath him. 
Anne, He is in heaven, where thou shalt 

never come. 
Glo. Let him thank me that holp to send 
him thither ; 
For he was fitter for that place than earth. 
Anne, And thou unfit for any place but 

hell. 
Glo, Yes, one place else, if you will hear 

me name it. 
Anne. Some dungeon. 
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Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

Anne. Ill rest betide the chamber whert 

thou liest ! 
Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with you. 
Anne. I hope so. 

Glo. I know so.^ — But, gentle lady Anne, 
iTo leave this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fall somewhat into a slower method, — 
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner ? 
Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most ac- 
cursed effect. 
Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that 
effect ; 
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my sleep. 
To undertake the death of all Ihe world, 1 om. 
So I might live one hour in your sweet dos- 
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homi- 
cide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from 
my cheeks. 
Glo. These eyes could not endure that 
beauty's wreck ; 
You should not blemish it if I stood by : 
As all the world is cheered by the sun, 
So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black nijjht o'ershade thy day, and 

death thy life ! 
Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou 

art both. 
Anne. I would I were, to be revenged on 
thee. 
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Glo, It is a quarrel most unnatural, 
To be revenged on him that loveth thee. 

Anne, It is a quarrel just and reasonable, 
To be revenged on him that kilPd my hus- 
band. 

Glo, He that bereft thee, lady, of thy hus- 
band, 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon 
the earth. 

Glo. He lives that loves thee better than 
he could. 

Anne. Name him. 

Glo. Plantapenet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Glo. The self-same name, but one of bet' 
ter nature. 

Anne. Where is he ? 

Glo. Here! {She spUs at him. 

Why dost thou spit at me ? 

Anne. 'Would it were mortal poison, for 
thy sake 1 

Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a 
place. 

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 
Out of my sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected 
mine. 

Anne. 'Would they were basilisks, to strike 
thee dead ! 

Glo. I would they were, that I might die 
at once ; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
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Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn 

salt tears : [drops : 

Shamed their aspects with store of childish 

These eyes, which never shed remorseful 

tear, . 
No, when my father York and Edward wept 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made. 
When black-faced Clifford shook his sword 

at him ; 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 
Told the sad story of my father's death. 
And twenty times made pause, to sob and 
weep, [cheeks. 

That all the standers-by had wet their 
Like trees bedash'd with rain : in that sad 

time 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 
And what these sorrows could not thence 
exhale, [weeping. 

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with 
I never sued to friend, nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet smooth- 
ing word; 
But now thy beauty is proposed my fee. 
My proud heart sues, and prompts my toneue 

to speak. C*^^ ^o<>^^ scornfully at him. 

Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it was 

made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 
Lo f here I lend thee this sharp-pointed 

sword ; [breast, 

Which if thou please to hide in this true 
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And let the soul forth that adoreth thcc^ 

I lay it naked to the deadly stroke, 

And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

\He lays his breast open ; she offers at it •uriik 
his sword, • 

Nay, do not pause ; for I did kill king 

Henry ; — 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now dispatch ; 'twas I that stabb'd young 
£dward ; — [^^ again offers at his breasts 
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

\She lets fall the swortL 
Take up the sword again, or take up me. 
Anne. Arise, dissembler: though I wish 
thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. 
Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and I will 

do it. 
Anne, I have already. 
Gio. That was in thy rage : 

Speak it again, and even with the word. 
This hand, which for thy love did kill thy 

love, 
Shall for thy love kill a far truer love ; 
To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary* 
Anne. I would I knew thy heart 
Glo. 'Tis figured in my tongue. 
Anne. I fear me, both are false. 
Glo. Then never man was true. 
Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 
Glo. Say, then, my peace is made. 
Anne. That shall you know hereafter. 
Glo. But shall I live in hope ? 
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Anne, All men, I hope, live so. 

Glo, Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Anne. To take is not to give. 

[She^uts on the ring, 

Glo, Look, how my ring encompasseth thy 
finger, 
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 
Wear both of them, for both of them are 

thine. 
And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favor at thy gracious hand, 
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne, What is it ? 

Glo, That it may please you leave these 
sad designs [er, 

To him that hath most cause to be a mourn- 
And presently repair to Crosby-house : 
Where, after I have solemnly interr'd. 
At Chertsey monastery, this noble king. 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 
I will with air expedient duty see you : 
For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you 
Grant me this boon. 

Anne, With all my heart; and much it 
joys me too 
To see you are become so penitent. 
Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. *Tis more than you deserve : 

But, since you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have said farewell already. 

\Exeuni Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berkley. 

GI0, Sirs, take up the corse« 
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Gent Towards Chertsey, noble lord ? 
Glo, No, to White-Friars ; there attend my 

coming. \Exeunt the rest^ with the cor»0. 

Was ever woman in this humor woo'd ? 
Was ever woman in this humor won ? 
rU have her, but I will not keep her long. 
What! I, that kill'd her husband and his 

father, 
To take her in her heart's extremest hate ; 
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes. 
The bleeding witness of her hatred by ; 
Having God, her conscience, and these bars 

' against me, 
And I no friends to back my suit withal, 
But the plain devil, and dissembling looks. 
And yet to win her, — all the world to noth 

inel 
Ha! ^ 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months 

since, 
Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury ? 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman. 
Framed in the prodigality of nature, [royal^ 
Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right 
The spacious world cannot again afford : 
And will she yet abase her eyes on me, 
That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet 

prince. 
And made her widow to a woeful bed ? 
On me, whose all not equals Edward's 

moiety ? 
On me, that halt, and am misshapen thus? 
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My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 
I do mistake my person all this while : 
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot. 
Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 
ril be at charges for a looking-glass ; 
And entertain a score or two of tailors 
To study fashions to adorn my body : 
Since I am crept in favor with myself, 
I will maintain it with some little cost. 
But, first, ril turn yon* fellow in his grave ; 
And then return lamenting to my love. 
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass, 
That I may see my shadow as I pass. XExU^ 

SCENE Wl^—The same, A Room in the 
Palace, 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers, and 
Lord Grey. 

Riv, Have patience, madam*, there's no 
doubt his majesty 
Will soon recover his accustom'd health. 
Grey, In that you brook it ill, it makes him 
worse : [comfort, 

Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good 
And fcheer his grace with quick and merry 
words. 
Q, Eliz, If he were dead, what would be» 

tide of me ? 
Grey, No other harm but loss of such a 

lord. 
Q, Eliz, The loss of such a lord includes 
all harms. 

II 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



f6l KING RICHARD III act f. 

Grey, The heavonft have blessed you with 
a goodly son. 
To bo your comforter when he is gone. 

Q Eiiz. Ah, he is young; and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Riv. Is it concluded he shall be protector? 

Q Elig, It is determined, not concluded 
yet: 
But so it must be, if the king miscarry. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

Grey, Here come the lords of Bucking- 
ham and Stanley. 
Buck. Good time of day unto your royal 

grace! 
Stan. God make your majesty jojrful as 

you have been ! 
Q. Eliz. The countess Richmond, good my 
lord of Stanley, 
To your good prayer will scarcely say amen. 
Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she's your wife. 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe 
The envious slanders of her false accusers ; 
Or, if she be accused on true report. 
Bear with her weakness, which, I think, pro- 
ceeds [malice. 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded 
Q. Eliz. Saw you the king to-day, my loid 
of Stanley? 
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Stan. But now, the duke ol Buckingham 
and I 
Are come from visiting his majesty. 
Q. Eliz. What likelihood of his amend- 
ment, lords ? 
Buck. Madam, good hope ; his grace speaks 

cheerfuUv. 
Q, Eliz, Goi grant him health ! did you 

confer with him } 
Buck. Ay, madam: he desires to make 
atonement [ers, 

Between the duke of Gloster and your broth- 
And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And sent to warn them to his royal presence, 
g. Eliz. 'Would all were well !— but that 
will never be. 
I fear our happiness is at the height. 

Enter Gloster, Hastings, and Dorset. 

Glo, They do me wrong, and I will not 
endure it : 
Who are they that complain unto the king, , 
That I, forsooth, am stern and love them not ? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly 
That nil his ears with such dissensions ru- 
mors. 
Because I cannot flatter, and look fair, 
Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and 

cog. 
Duck with French nods, and apish courtesyp 
I must be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live, and think no Ykzxm^ 
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But thus his simple truth must be abused 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 
Grey, To whom in all this presence speaks 

your grace ? 
Glo, To thee, that hast nor honesty nor 

grace. [wrong ? — 

When have I injured thee ? when done thee 
Or thee ? — or thee ? — or any of your faction ? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal grace, — 
Whom God preserve better than you would 

wish ! — 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing- while, 
But you must trouble him with lewd com- 
plaints. 
Q, Eliz, Brother of Gloster, you mistake 

the matter : 
The king, of his own royal disposition. 
And not provoked by any suitor else ; 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward action shows itself 
Against my children, brothers, and myself, 
Makes him to send; that thereby he may 

gather [it. 

The ground of your ill-will, and so remove 

Glo, I cannot tell ; — the world is grown so 

bad [perch : 

That wrens make prey where eagles dare not 
Since every Jack became a gentleman, 
There's many a gentle person made a Jack. 
Q* Eliz, Come, come, we know your mean* 

ing, brother Gloster ; 
You envy my advancement, and my friends' ; 
God grant we never may have need of you 1 
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GIo, Meantime, God grants that we have 
need of you ; 
Our brother is imprison'd by your meanSi 
Myself disgraced, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while great promotions 
Are daily given, to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth 
a noble. 
Q. Eliz. By Him that raised me to this 
careful height 
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 
I never did incense his majesty 
Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me shameful injury 
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects. 
Glo. You may deny that you were not the 
mean 
Oh my lord Hastings' late imprisonment 

Riv. She may, my lord ; for 

Glo, She may, lord Rivers ? — why, who 
knows not so ? 
She may do more, sir, than denying that : 
She may help you to many fair preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, ' 
And lay those honors on your high desert. 
What may she not ? She may, — ay, marry, 
may she, — 
Riv, What, marry , may she f 
Glo. What, marry, may she t marry with 
a king, 
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too : 
I wis your grandam had a worser match. 
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g. Elw. My lord of Gloster, I have too 
long borae [sco£Es : 

Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter 
By heaven^ I wifl acquaint his majesty Fed. 
Of those gross taunts that oft I have endur- 
I had rather be a Country servant-maid 
Than a great queen with this condition^ 
To be so baited, scom'd, and stormed at : 
Small joy have I in being England's queen. 

Enter Queen Margaret, behind, 

Q. Mar. \asideA And lessened be that 
small, God, 1 beseech him ! 
Thy honor, state, and seat, is due to me. 
Glo, What ? threat you me with telling of 
the king? [said 

Tell him, and spare not : look, what I have 
I will avouch, in presence of the king : 
I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 
'Tis time to speak, my pains are quite for- 
got 
Q, Mar. \aside.'\ Out, devil I I remember 
them too well : [Tower, 

Thou kiirdst toy husband Henry in the 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksburv. 
Gh. Ere you were queen, ay, or your hus^ 
bandkinf^ 
I was a pack-horse in his great affairs ; 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 
A liberal rewalxier of his friends ; 
To royalise his blood I spilt mine own. 
fi. Mar. [dside.'y Ay, and much better 
blood than his, or thine. 
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Glth In all which time, you, and your hus- 
band Grey, 
Were factious for the house of Lancaster; — 
And, Rivers, so were you:*-was not your 

husband 
In Margaret's battle at Saint Albans slain ? 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 
What you have been ere this, and what you 

are; 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 
Q, Mttr, [aside,] A murderous villain, and 

so still thou art 
GU. Poor Clarence did forsake his father 
Warwick, 
Ay, and forswore himself,— which Jesu par- 
don ! — 
Q, Mar [aside,] Which God revenge ! 
Glo. To nght on Edward's party, tor the 
Ctt)wn ; [up ; 

And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew*d 
I would to God my heart were flint, like 

Edward's, 
Or Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine ; 
I am too childish-foolish for this world. 
Q. Afar, [aside.] Hie thee to hell for 
shame, and leave this world. 
Thou cacodaemon ! there thy kingdom is. 
Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy 
days, 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies, 
We foUow'd then our lord, our sovereign 

king; 
So should we you, if you should be our kin^ 
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Glo, \i I should be ?-^I bad rathei-. be a 
pedlar: ' [of! 

Jar be it from my heart, the thought there- 
Q. Eliz, As little joy, my lord, as you sup- 
pose [king ; 
ifou should enjoy, were you this country's 
As little joy you may suppose in me 
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof, 
g. Mar, \aside7\ A little joy enjoys the 
queen thereof ! 
For I am she, and altogether joyless. 
I can no longer hold me patient. — 

[Advancing. 
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which you have pill'd from 
me : [me ? 

Which of you trembles not that looks on 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like sub- 
jects, [rebels ?-r- 
Yet that, by you deposed, you quake like 
Ah, gentle villain, do not. turn away ! 

Glo, Foul wrinkled witch, what mak*st 
thou in my sight ? [ntarrM ; 

Q, Mar, But repetition of what thou hast 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 

Glo, Wert thou not banished on pain of 

death ? 
Q, Mar, I was ; but I do find mof e pain 
in banishment 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A husband, and a son, thpu ow*st to me,— ^ 
And thou, a kingdom ; — all of you, ^eg* 
ance : 
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This sorrow that I havp, by right is yours; 

And all the pleasures you usurp are mine. 

Glo, The curse my noble father laid on 

thee, [with paper, 

When thou didst crown his warlike brows 

And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his 

eyes, [clout, 

And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a 

Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rut- 

, land ; — 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounced against thee, are all fallen upon 
thee ; [deed. 

And God, not we, hath plagued thy bloody 
Q, Eliz, So just is God, to right the inno- 
cent. 
Hcut O, 'twas the foulest deed, to slay 
that babe, [of. 

And the most merciless that eV was heard 
Riv, Tyrants themselves wept when it was 

reported. 
Dor, No man but prophesied revenge for it. 
Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept 

to see it. 
Q. Mar. What ! were you snarling all, be- 
fore I came. 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
,And turn you all your hatrea now on me ? 
Did York's dread curse prevail so much witk 
Heaven, [d^ath, 

That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's 
Their kingdom's loss, my woeful banishment^ 
Should all but answer for that peevish brat ? 
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Ctn curses pierce the clouds, and enter 

heaven?— [curses! 

Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick 
Though not by war, by surfeit die your king, 
As ours by murder, to make him a king ! 
Edward, tny son, that now is prince of Wales, 
For Edward, our son, that was prince of 

Wales, 
Die in his youth by like untimely violence ! 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen, 
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self ! 
Long mayst thou live, to wail thy children's 

death, 
And see another, as t see thee now, [minei 
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stallM in 
Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 
And, after many lengthened hours of grief, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor England's 

queen ! 
Rivers, and Dorset, you were standers by, — 
And so wast thou, lord Hastings,— when my 

son [prav him. 

Was stabb'd with bloody daggers: God, I 
That none of you may live your natural age. 
But by some unlook'd acciaent cut ofE ! 
Gh. Have done thy charm, thou hateful 

wither'd hag. 
Q, Mar. And leave out thee ? stay, dog, 

for thou Shalt hear me. 
If heavens have any grievous plague in storei 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thet, 
O, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe, 
^d then hurl down their indignation 
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On thee, the trdubl^t of the poot vrorld's 

peace ! [soul f 

The wortn of cbtiStience still be-gnaw thy 

Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou 

liv'st, 
And take deep traitofs for thy dearest friends ! 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine. 
Unless it be while sorte tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 
Thou elvish-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog I 
Thou that wast seaPd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell ! 
Thou slander of thy heavy mother's womb I 
Thou loathed issue of thy father*s loins ! 
Thou rag of honor ! thoU detested — 

Glo, Margat-et. 

Q. Mar. Richard ! 

Glo. Ha ? 

g. Mar. I call thee not. 

lo, I cry thee mercy then; for I did 
think [names. 

That thou hadst called me all these bitter 
Q. Mar. Why, So I did ; but looked for no 
reply. 
O, let me make the period to my curse. 
Glo. *Tis done by me : and ends in— Mar- 
garet. 
Q. Eliz. Thus have you breathed your 

Curse against youtself. 

g. Mdr. t*oor painted queen, vain flourish 

of my fortune ! [spider, 

Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled 

Whose deadly ^b ensnareth thee about ? * 
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Fool, fool ! thou whett'st a knife to kill thy- 
self. 
The day will come that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse this poisonous hunch- 
backed toad. 
Hast, False-boding woman, end thy fran- 
tic curse, 
I«st to thy harm thou move our patience. 
Q, Mar, Foul shame upon you ! you have 

all moved mine. 
Riv. Were you well served, you would be 

taught your duty. 
Q, Mar. To serve me well, you all should 
do me duty, [jects; 

Teach me to be your queen, and you my sub- 
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that 
duty ! 
Dor, Dispute not with her, she 16 lunatic. 
Q, Mar, Peace, master marquis, you are 
malapert : [rent : 

Your fire-new sjtamp of honor is scarce cur« 
O, that your young nobility could judge 
What *twere to lose it, and be miserable ! 
They that stand high have many blasts to 
shake them ; [pieces. 

And if they fall they dash themselves to 
Glo, Good counsel, marry ; learn it, learn 
it, marquis. [me. 

Dor, It touches you, my lord, as much as 
Glo* Ay, and much more : but I was bom 
so high. 
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top, 
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sua. 
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» Q. Mar, Aiid turns tHe sun to shade ;— 

alas ! alas 1 
Witness my son, now in the shade of death ,* 
Whose bright outshining beams thy cloudy 

wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 
Your aiery buildeth in our aiery*s nest : 
O God, that see*st it, do not suffer it ; 
As it was won with blood, lost be it so ! 
Back. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for 

charity, 
g. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame 
* to me ; 
Uncharitably with me have vou dealt, [er'd. 
And shamefully by you my nopes are butch- 
My charity is outrage, life' my shame, — 
And in that shame still live my sorrow^s rage } 
Buck, Have done, have done. 
Q, Mar, O princely Buckingham, I'll kiss 
thy hand, 
In sign of league and amity with thee : 
Now fair befall thee and thy noble house ! 
Tliy garments are not spotted with our blood, 
Nor thou within the compass of my curse . 
Buck, Nor no one here ; for curses never 
pass [air. 

The lips of those that breathe them in the 
Q. Mar, I will not think but they ascend 
the sky, [peace. 

And there awake God*s gentle-sleeping 
O Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog ; 
Look, when he fawns he bites ; and, when ht 
bites, 
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His venom tooth will rankle to th^ death : 
Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 
Sin, death, and hell have set their marks oa 

him; 
And all their ministers attend on him. 
Glo, What doth she say, my lord of Buck* 

Ingham ? 
Buck, Nothing that I respect, my gracious 

lord. 
Q, Mar, What, dost thou scorn me for 
my gentle counsel, 
And soothe the devil that I warn thee from ? 
O, but remember this another day, [row ; 
When he shall split thy very heart with sor- 
And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess ! 
Live each of you the subjects to his hate. 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's I 

\Exit, 
Hast, My hair doth stand on end to hear 

her curses. 
Riv, And so doth mine ; I muse why she's 

at liberty. 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy 
mother ; 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 
Q, Eliz, I never did her any, to my knowl<r 

edge. 
Glo, Yet you have all the vantage of hef 
wrong. 
I was too hot to do somebody good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ; 
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He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains ; 
God pardon them that are the cause thereof ! 
Riv. A virtuous and a Christian-like con- 
clusion, [us. 
To pray for them that have done scathe to 
Glo. So do I ever ; — [aside] being well 
advised : 
For had I cursed now, I had cursed myself. 

Enter Catesby. 

CaUs. Madam, his majesty doth call for 

you, — [lords. 

And for your grace, — and you, my noble 

Q. Eliz. Catesby, I come. — Lords, will 

you go with me } 
Riv* We wait upon your grace. 

\Exeunt all but Glostei^ 

Glo, I do the wrong, and first begin to 

brawl. 
The secret mischiefs that I set abroach 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, — whom I, indeed, have cast in 

darkness, — 
I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 
Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham; 
And tell them, 'tis the queen and her allies 
That stir the king against the duke my 

brother. 
Now they believe it : and withal whet me 
To be revenged on Rivers, Dorset, Grey : 
But then I sigh, and, with a piece of scrip 

ture, [evil: 

Tell them, that God bids us do good for 
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And thus I clothe my naked villany 

With odd old ends, stolen forth of holy writ ; 

And seem a saint, when most I play the devjl. 

Enter two Murderers. 

But soft, here come my executioners. 
How now. my hardy, stout, resolved mates ? 
Are you now going to dispatch this thing ? 
I Murd. We are, my lord ; and come to 
have the warrant. 
That we may be admitted where he is. 
Glo, Well thought upon, I have it here 
about me : \Gwes the warrant* 

When you have done, repair to Crosby 

place. 
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution. 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well-spoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark 
him. 
I Murd, Tut, tut, my lord, we will not 
stand to prate ; 
Talkers are no good doers ; be assured 
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues, 
Glo, Your eyes drop millstones, when 
fools* eyes fall tears ; [straight ; 

I like you, lads; — about your business 
Go, go, dispatch, 

I Murd, We will, my noble lord. 

\Exeunt, 
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SCENE IV.^Thesame, A Room in tht 
Tower. 

Enter Clarencb and Brakenbury. 

Brak, Why looks your grace so heavily 

to-day ? 
Clar. O, I have passed a miserable night. 
So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 
That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 
I would not spend another such a night. 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy da)r8 ; 
So full of dismal terror was the time. 
Brak. What was your dream, my lord ? I 

pray you, tell me. 
Clar, Methought that I had broken from 

the Tower, 
And was embarked to cross to Burgundy ; 
And in my company my brother Gloster : 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches ; there we look'd toward 

England, 
And cited up a thousand heavy times, 
During the wars of York and Lancaster, 
That had befalPn us. As we paced along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought that Gloster stumbled; and, in 

falling, [board, 

Struck me, that thought to stay him, over* 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 
O Lord ! methought what pain it was to 

drown ! 

12 
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What dreadful noise of water in mine ears ! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes f 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
A thousand men that fishes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of 

pearl, 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, 
All scattered in the bottom of the sea. 
Some lay in dead men's skulls ; and in those 
holes [crepty 

Where eyes did once inhabit there were 
As *twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems, 
Which woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scat- 
tered bv. [death 
Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of 
To eaze upon these secrets of the deep ? 
Clar, Methought I had ; and often did I 
strive 
To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood 
Stopt in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vast, and wandering^ air; 
But smothered it within my panting bulk. 
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 
Brak, Awaked you not with this sore 

agony ? 
Clar, No, no, my dream was lengthen'd 
after life ; 
O, then began the tempest to my soul ! 
I pass'd, methought, the melancholy flood 
With that sour ferryman which poets write o^ 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 
The first that there did greet my stranger soul 
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Was my great father-in-law, renowned War* 

wick ; 
Who spake aloud, — What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clar^ 

encef 
And so he vanished : then came wandering by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek'd out 
aloud, — [Clarence,^- 

Clarence is come,—false^ fleeting, perjured 
That stabbed me in the field by Tewksbury; 
Seize on him, furies, take him unto tor- 
ment / — 
With that, methought a legion of foul fiends 
Environed me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise, 
I trembling waked, and, for a season after, 
Could not believe but that I was in hell , 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 
Brak. No marvel, lord, though it affrighted 
you; 
I am afraid, methfnks, to hear you tell it. 
Clar. O, Brakenbury, I have done these 
things, — 
That now give evidence against my soul, — 
For Edward's sake ; and see how he requites 



me 



[thee, 

God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease 
But thou wilt be avenged on my misdeeds. 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : [dren ! 
O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor chit 

1 pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ; 
My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep* 
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Brak. I will, my lord : God give your 

grace good rest ! [Clarence retires. 

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours, — 

Makes the night morning, and the noontide 

night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories^ 
An outward honor for an inward toil ; 
And, for unfelt imaginations. 
They often feel a world of restless cares : 
So that, between tiieir titles, and low name. 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 
Enter the two Murderers. 
I Murd, Ho ! who's here ? 
Brak, What wouldst thou, fellow.** and 
how cam'st thou hither ? 

1 Murd, I would speak with Clarence, and 
I came hither on mv lees. 

Brak, What, so brief ? 

2 Murd. *Tis better, sir, than to be 
tedious: — let him see our commission, and 
talk no more. 

[A/a/er is delivered to Brak., who reads it, 
Brak, I am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands : 
I will not reason what is meant hereby. 
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning. 
There lies the duke asleep, — and there, the 

keys, 
V\\ to the king ; and signify to him 
That thus I have resigned to you my charge. 
I Murd, You may, sir ; 'tis a point of wis» 
dom: 
Fare you well. [Exit Brakenbury. 
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2 Murd, What, shall we stab him as he 
sleeps ? 

1 Murd, No; he^l say *twas done cow- 
ardly, when he wakes. 

2 Murd. Why, he shall never wake until 
the great judgment-day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he'll say we stabbed 
him sleeping. 

2 Murd. The urging of that word judg* 
tnent^ hath bred a kind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd. What ! art thou afraid ? 

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant ; 
but to be damned for killing him, from the 
which no warrant can defend me. 

1 Murd. I thought thou hadst been reso- 
lute. 

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live. 

1 Murd. ril back to the duke of Gloster, 
and tell him so. 

2 Murd. Nay, I pr'ythee, stay a little : I 
hope this passionate humor of mine will 
change : it was wont to hold me but while 
one tells twenty. 

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

2 Murd. Some certain dregs of conscience 
are yet within me. 

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the 
deed's done. 

2 Murd. Come, he dies ; I had forgot the 
reward. 

1 Murd. Where's thy conscience now ? 

2 Murd, Oh, in the duke of Gloster's 
purse. 
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1 Murd, So, when he opens his purse to 
give us our reward, thy conscience flies out 

2 Murd, 'Tis no matter ; let it go ; there's 
few, or none, will entertain it. 

1 Murd. What if it come to thee again ? 

2 Murd. rU not meddle with it ; it is a 
dangerous thing; it makes a man a coward; 
a man cannot steal but it accuseth him ; a 
man cannot swear but it checks him ; a man 
cannot lie with his neighbor's wife but it de- 
tects him. 'Tis a blushing shame-faced spirit 
that mutinies in a man's bosom ; it fills one 
full of obstacles : it made me once restore a 
purse of gold that by chance I found \ it beg- 
gars any man that keeps it : it Is turned out 
of towns and cities for a dangerous thing; 
and every man that means to live well, en- 
deavors to trust to himself, and live without it. 

1 Murd. It is now even at my elbow, per- 
suading me not to kill the duke. 

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and 
believe him not; he would insinuate with 
thee, but to make thee sigh. 

1 Murd. I am strong-framed, he cannot 
prevail with me. 

2 Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow that re^ 
spects his reputation. Come, shall we fall 
to work ? 

1 Murd. Take him op the costard with the 
hilts of thy sword, and then throw him into 
the malmsey-butt, in the next room. 

2 Murd. O excellent device ! and make a 
sop of him. 
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I Afurd, Soft ! he wakes. 

zMurd, Strike. 

I Murd, No, well reason with him. 

Clar» Where art thou, keeper ? give me a 

cup of wine. 
I Murd, You shall have wine enough, my 

lord, anon. 
Clar, In God's name, what art thou ? 

1 Mura, A man, as you are. 
C/ar, But not, as I am, royal. 

2 Mura. Nor you, as we are, loyaL 
Clar, Thy voice is thunaer, but thy looks 

are humble. 
I Murd. My voice is now the king's, my 

looks mine own. 
Clar, How darkly, and how deadly, dost 
thou speak ! [pale ? 

Your eyes do menace me : why look you 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you 
come ? 
1 Murd, To, to, to— 
Clar, To murder me ? 
Both Murd, Ay, ay. 

Clar, You scarcely have the hearts to tell 
me so, [it. 

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do 
Wherein, my friends, liave I offended you 1 

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but 

the kin^. 
Clar, I shall be reconciled to him again. 

2 Murd, Never, my lord ; therefore, pre- 

pare to die. [of men, 

Clar* Are you drawn forth among a world 
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To slay the innocent ? What is my offence ? 
Where is the evidence that. doth accuse me ? 
What lawful quest have given their verdict 

up [nounced 

Unto the frowning judge, or who pro- 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence* 

death ? 
Before I be convict by course of law, 
To threaten me with death is most unlawful 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodness, 
That you depart, and lay no hands On me ; 
The deed vou undertake is damnable. 

1 Murd. What we will do we do upon 

command. 

2 Murd, And he that hath commanded is 

our king. [kings 

Clar, Erroneous vassal ! the great King of 
Hath in the table of his law commanded, 
That thou shalt do no murder : will you then 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's } 
Take heed ; for He holds vengeance in his 

haod, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 
2 Murd, And that same vengeance doth 

He hurl on thee. 
For false forswearing, and for murder too : 
Thou didst receive the sacrament to fight 
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

I Murd. And, like a traitor to the name 

of God, [erous blade 

Didst break that vow ; and with thy treach- 
Unripp*dst the bowels of thy sovereign'!! 

son. 
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2 Murd. Whom thou wast sworn to cher- 
ish and defend. 
I Murd. How canst thou urge God's 
dreadful law to us, [gree ? 

When thou hast broke it In such dear de- 
Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill 
deed ? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake : 
He sends you not to murder me for this ; 
For in that sin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you yet, He doth it publicly ; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 
He needs no indirect or lawless course, 
To cut off those that have offended him. 
I Murd. Who made thee then a bloody 
minister, 
When gallant-springing brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice, was struck dead by 
thee ? [rage. 

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my 

1 Murd. Thy brother's love, our duty, and 

thy faults, 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. 
Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not 

me; 
I am his brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hired for meed, go back again, 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster; 
Who shall reward you better for my life. 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death* 

2 Murd. You are deceived, your brother 

Gloster hates you. 
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Clar. Oh, no ; he loves me, and he holds 
me dear ; 
Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd, Ay, so we will. 

Clar, Tell him, when that our princely 

father York [arm, 

Bless'd his three sons with his victorious 

And charged us from his soul to love each 

other, 
He little thought of this divided friendship : 
Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep. 
I Murd, Ay, millstones ; as he lesson'd 

us to weep. 
Clar, O, do not slander him, for he is 

kind. 
I Murd. Right, as snow in harvest. — 
Come, you deceive yourself ; 
'Tis he that sends us to destroy you here. 
Clar. It cannot be, for he bewept my for- 
tune, [sobs. 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and swore, with 
That he would labor my delivery. 

1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when he de- 

livers you [heaven. 

From this earth's thraldom to the joys' of 

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you 

must die, my lord. 
Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy 

soul. 
To counsel me to make my peace with God, 
And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind, 
That thou wilt war with God, by murdering . 

me? — 
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Oh, airs, consider, they that set^ou on 
To do this deed will hate you for the deed. 

2 Murd, What shall we do ? 

Ctar, Relent, and save 3^ur souls. ; 

Which of you, if you were a prince's son, 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now, [you, 
If two such murderers as yourselves came to 
Would not entreat for life, — as you would 

beg 
Were vou in my distress ? 

1 Murd, Relent I No. 'Tis cowardly and 

womanish. 
Clar, Not to relent, is beastly, savage^ 

devilish. — 
My friend, 1 spy some pity in thy looks ; 
O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my side, and entreat for me : 
A begging prince,, what beggar pities not? 

2 Mura. Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Murd: Take that, and that; if all this 

will not do, {Stabs him. 

m drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

\Exit^ with the body, 

2 Murd, A bloody deed, and desperately 

dispatched ! [hands 

flow fain, like Pilate, would I wash my 
Of this most grievous murder ! 

Re-enter first Murderer. 

I Murd, How now ? what meanest thou, 
that thou help'st me not ? 
By heaven, the duke shall know how slack 
you have been. 
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2 Murd, I would he knew that I had saved 
his brother ! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say ; 
For I repent me that the duke is slain. \Eydt, 
I Murd, So do not I ; go, coward as thou 
art. 
Well, I'll go hide the body in some hole, 
Till that the duke give order for his burial ; 
And when I have my meed, I will away ; 
For this will out, and then I must not stay. 

[BxU. 



ACT II. 

SCENE l,^ The same. A Room in the 
Palace. . 

Enter King Edward {Ud in sick), Queen Eliza- 
beth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Bucking- 
ham, Grey, and others. 

King Edward. 
[HY, so \ — now have I done a good 
day's work ; — [league : 

You peers, continue this united 
I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ; 
And more in peace my soul shall part to 
heaven, [earth. 

Since I have made my friends at peace on 
Rivers and Hastings, take each other's hand ; 
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 
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Riv By heaven, my soul is purged from 

gjrudging hate ; [love. 

And with my hand I seal my true heart's 

HasU So thrive I, as I truly swear the 

Ukei 
K. Ediv, Take heed you dally not before 
your king ; 
Lest He that is the supreme King of kings 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 
Hast, So prosper I, as I swear perfect 

love! 
Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my 

heart I 
K* Edw* Madam, yourself are not exempt 
in this, — 
Nor you, son Dorset, — Buckingham, nor 

you ;— 
You have been factious one against the other. 
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your 

hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q, Eliz. There, Hastings; I will nevei 
more remember 
Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine ! 
Ko Edw. Dorset, embrace him, — Hastings, 

love lord marquis. 
Dor, This interchange of love, I here pro* 
test. 
Upon my part shall be inviolable. 
Hast, And so swear I. [Emdraces Dorset. 
K» Edw, Now, princely Buckingham, seal 
thou this league 
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With thy embracements to my wife's allies, 
And make me happy in your unity, [his hate 
Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn 
Upon your grace [to the Queen.], but with 

all duteous love 
Doth cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most love! 
When I have most need to employ a friend, 
And most assured that he is a friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he unto me ! this do I beg cf Heaven, 
When I am cold in love to you or yours. 

[Embracing Rivers, 6*r. 
K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buck- 
ingham, 
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 
There wanteth now our brother Gloster here, 
To make the blessed period of this peace. 
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the 
noble duke. 

Enter Gloster. 
Glo. Good morrow to my sovereign king, 
and queen ; 
And, princely peers, a happy time of day ! 
K, EdWf Happy, indeed, as we have spent 
the day ; 
Gloster, we have done deeds of charity; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between these swelling wrong-incensM peers. 
Glo, A blessed labor, my most sovereigo 
lord. — 
Among this princely heap, if any here, 
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise. 
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' Hold »« a foe ; 
If I unwittingly, or in mv rage, 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
' To reconcile me to his friendly peace ; 
'Tis death to me to be at enmity ; 
I hate it, and desire all good men's love. 
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 
Which I will purchase with my duteous ser^ 

vice ; 
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodged oetween us ; 
Of you, and you, lord Rivers, and of Dorset — 
That all without desert have frown'd on 
me;-^ [you;— 

Of you, lord Woodville, and lord Scales, of 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all, 
I do not know that Englishman alive 
With whom my soul is any jot at odds, 
More than the infant that is born to-night : 
I thank my God for my humility. 
Q, Eliz, A holy-day shall this be kept here- 
after : [pounded. 
I would to God all strifes were well com* 
My sovereign lord, I do beseech your high- 
ness 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 
G/o, Why, madam, have I offered love for 
this. 
To be so flouted in this royal presence ? 
Who knows not that the gentle duke is dead? 

[Tkej^ all startc 
You do him injury to scora his cor:^. 
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Riv, Who knows not he is dead! wh^ 

knows he is ? 
Q. Eliz, All-seeing Heaven, what a worl4 

is this I 
Buck, Look I so pale, lord Derset, as the 

rest ? 
Por. Ay, my good lord; and no man in 
the presence, 
But his red color hath forsook his cheeks. 
K. Edw. Is Clarence dead ? the order wa« 

reversed. . 

Glo, But he, poor man, by your first order 
died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear; 
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand. 
That came too lag to see him buried : 
God grant that some, less noble, and less 

loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood. 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence 

did, 
And yet go current from suspicion » 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan, A boon, my sovereign, for my ser- 
vice done ! 

IC, Edw, I pr*ythee, peace; my soul \%. 
full of sorrow. 

Stan, I will not rise, unless your highness 
hear me. 

K. Edw, Then say at once, what is it tho« 
request'^t. 
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Stan, The forfeit, sovereign, of my ser- 
vant's life : 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 
AT, Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my 
brother's death, 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave ? 
My brother kiird no man, his fault was 

thought, 
. And yet his punishment was bitter death. 
Who sued to ^e for him? who, in my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advised ? 
Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of 

love "^ 
Who told me how the poor soul did forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me } 
Who told me — in the field at Tewksbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he rescued me, 
And said, Dear brothevy live, and be a king ? 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his own garments; and did give 

himself. 
All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night ? 
All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully plucked, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 
But, when your carters, or your waiting-vas- 
sals. 
Have done a drunken slaughter, and defaced 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 
You straight are on your knees for pardoo^ 
pardon ! 
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And I, unjustly too, must grant it you : — 

But for my brother not a man would speak, 

Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 

For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all 

Have been beholden to him in his life ; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his 

life. 
O God ! I fear thy justice will take hold 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for 

this. 
Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. 
Ah ! poor Clarence ! 

\Exeunt King, Queen, Hastings, Rivers, 
Dorset, and Grey. 
Glo, This is the fruit of rashness ! Mark'd 
you not 
How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clar- 
ence* death ? 
O ! they did urge it still unto the king : [go, 
God will revenge it. Come, lords ; will you 
To comfort Edward with our company ? 
Buck, We wait upon your grace. \Exeu4i. 

SCENE IX.—The same. 

Enter the Duchess of York, with a Son and 
Daughter 0/* Clarence. 

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father 

dead .? 
Duch. No, boy. 

Daugh, Why do you weep so oft? and 
beat your breast ; 
And cry — O Clarence ^ my unhappy son / 
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Son. Why do you look on us, and shake 
your head, 
And call us orphans^ wretches^ castaways^ 
If that our noble father were alive ? 
Duch, My pretty cousins, you mistake me 
both; 
I do lament the sickness of the king, 
As loth to lose him, not your father's death ; 
It were lost sorrow to wail one that's lost 
Son. Then you conclude, my grandam, he 
is dead. 
The king my uncle is to blame for this : 
God will revenge it ; whom I will importune 
With earnest prayers all to that efiFect. 
Dauzh, And so will I. 
Duch. Peace, children, peace! the king 
doth love you well : 
Incapable and shallow innocents, [death. 
You cannot guess who caused your father's 
Son, Grandam, we. can : for my good uncle 
Gloster 
Told me, the king, provoked to't by the 

, queen, 
Devisea impeachments to imprison him : 
And when my uncle told me so, he wept. 
And pitied me, and kindly kiss'd my cheek; 
Bade me rely on him as on my father. 
And he would love me dearly as his child. 
Duch Ah, that deceit should steal such 
gentle shapes, 
And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice I 
He is my son, ay, and therein mv shame. 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
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Son, Think you my uncle did dissemble, 

rndam? 
\y, boy. 
SoTU I cannot think it. Hark ! what noise 
is this 1 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly , Rivers and 
Dorset following her. 

Q, Eliz, Ah ! who shall hinder me to wail 
and weep ? 
To chide mv fortune, and torment myself ? 
rU join witn black despair against my soul, 
And to myself become an enemy. 
Duch, What means this scene of rude im- 
patience ? 
Q, Eliz, To make an act of tragic vio- 
lence. 
Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead. 
Why grow the branches when the root is 
gone ? [sap ? 

Why wither not the leaves that want their 
If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief ; 
That our swift-winged souls may cat(ch tht 

king's ; 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 
Duch, Ah, so much interest have I in thy 
sorrow, 
As I had title in thy noble husband ] 
I have bewept a worthy husband's death, 
And lived by looking on his images : 
But now, two mirrors of his princely seni> 
blance 
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Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death ; 
And I for comfort have but one false glass, 
That grieves me when I see my shame in 

him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother, 
And hast the comfort of thy children left; 
But death hath snatch'd my husband from 
mine arms, [hands, 

And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble 
Clarence, and Edward. O, what cause have I 
(Thine being but a moiety of my moan) 
To over-go tny woes, and drown thy cries ! 
Son. Ah, aunt ! you wept not for our 
father's death ; 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 
Daui^h, Our fatherless distress was left 
unmoan*d ; 
Your widow-dolor likewise be unwept ! 

Q. Eliz, Give me no help in lamentation ; 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints : 
All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being govern'd by the watery moon, 
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the 
world ! [ward ! 

Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Ed- 
ChiL Ah, for our father, for our dear lord 

Garence ! 
Duch, Alas, for both, both mine, Edward 

and Clarence ! 
Q, Eliz. What stay had I but Edward ? 

and he's gone. 
ChiL What stay had we but Clarence? 
and he's gone. 
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Duch. What stays had I but they? and 

they are gone. 
Q, Eliz, Was never widow had so dear a 

loss. 
Chil. Were never orphans had so dear a 

loss. 
Duch, Was never mother had so dear a loss. 
Alas ! I am the mother of these griefs ; 
Their woes are parcelPd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I ; 
I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she ; 
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I ; 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they : — 
Alas ! you three on me, threefold distressed. 
Pour all your tears! I am your sorrow's 

nurse, 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 
Dor, Comfort, dear mother : God is much 

displeased 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing : 
In common worldly things 'tis called ungrate- 
ful. 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt. 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly 

lent; 
Much more to be thus opposite with Heaven, 
For it requires the rojral debt it lent you. 
Riv, Madam, bethmk you, like a careful 

mother, [for him, 

Of the young prince your son : send straight 
Let him be crown'd; in him your comfort 

lives : [grave, 

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's 
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And plant your joys in living Edward's 

throne. 
Enter Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, 
Ratclipf, ana others, 

Glo. Sister, have comfort : all of us have 

cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 
But none can help our harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 
I did not see your grace: — ^numbly on my 

knee 
I crave your blessing. 
Duch, God bless thee, and put meekness 

in thy breast, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! 
Glo, [ostaeA Amen ; and make me die a 

good old man ! 
That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing ; 
I marvel that her grace did leave it out. 
Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-sor- 
rowing peers, 
That bear this heavy mutual load of moan. 
Now cheer each other in each other's love : 
Though we have spent our harvest of this 

king, 
We are to reap the harvest of his son. 
The broken rancor of your hi^h swoln hates, 
But lately splinter'd, knit, and join'd together, 
Must gently be preserved, cherish'd, and 

kept: 
Me seemeth good, that, with some little train, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young kinebe fet 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 
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Rh^. Why with some little train, my lord* 

of Buckingham ? 
Buck. Marry, my lord, lest by a multitude, 
The new-healed wound of malice should break 

out ; [ous, 

Which would be so much the more danger- 
By how much the estate is green and yet un- 

govem'd : [rein^ 

Where every horse bears his commanding 
And may direct his course as please himself 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent. 
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 
Glo, I hope the king made peace with all 

of us ; 
And the compact is firm, and true, in me. 

Riv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all: 
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 
Which, haply, by much company might be 

urged ; 
Therefore I say, with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 
Hast. And so say I. 
Glo. Then be it so ; and go we to deter; 

mine [Ludlowl 

Who they shall be that straight shall post to 
Madam, and you my sister, will you go 
To give your censures in this weighty busi- 
ness? 

\Bxeunt all but Buckingham and Glostbr. 

Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the 
prince, 
For God's sake, let not us two stay at homer 
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For, by the way, FU sort occasion, 
As index to the story we late talk'd of, 
To part the queen's proud kindred from liie 
prince. 
Glo. My other self, my counsel's consistory, 
My oracle, my prophet ! — My dear cousin, 
1, as a child, will go by thy direction. 
Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not sta}' be- 
hind. \Exm9it, 

SCENE III.— London. A Street. 

Enter two Citizens, meeting. 

1 C//. Good morrow, j^eighbor: whither 

away so fast } 

2 CiU I promise you, I scarcely know my- 

self : 
Hear you the news abroad t 

1 Cit, Yes ; that the king is dead. 

2 Cit. Ill news, by'r lady; seldom comes 

the better: 
I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 

3 Cit, Neighbors, God speed ! 

1 Cit. Give you good morrow, sir. 
3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king 

Edward's death ? 

2 Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help the 

while ! 

3 Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troub* 

lous world. 
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1 Cit No, no; by God's good grace his 

son shall reign. 
3 Cit. Woe to that land that's governed by 
a child ! 

2 Cit. In him there is a hope of gOTern« 

ment; 
That in his nonage council under him, 
And in his full and ripen'd years himself, 
No doubt, shall then, and till then^ govern 

well. 
I Cit. So stood the state when Hen(e)ry 

the sixth 
Was crown 'd in Paris but at nine months old, 

3 Cit. Stood the state so ? no, no, good 

^ends, God wot ; 
For then this landVas famously enrich'd 
With politic grave counsel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 
I Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his fa- 
ther and mother. 
3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his 
father; 
Or, by his father, there were none at all : 
For emulations who shall now be nearest 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent 

not. 
O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster ; 
And the queen's sons and brothers haught 

and proud : 
And were they to be ruled, and not to rule, 
This sickly land might solace as before. 
I Cit. Com^, come, we fear the worst ; aH 
will be well. 
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3 CU> When clouds are seen wise men put 
on their cloaks ; 
When great leaves fall then winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets who doth not look for 

night ? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth ; 
All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 
'Tis more than we deserve, or I expect. 

2 Cit, Truly, the hearts of men are full of 

fear: 
You cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily and full of dread. 

3 Cit, Before the days of change, still is it 

so: 
By a divine instinct, men's minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger ; as, by proof, we see 
The waters swell before a boisterous storm. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 

2 Cit, Marry, we were sent for to the jus- 

tices. 

3 Cit. And so was I ; Pll bear you com- 

pany. \Exeunt, 

SCENE IV.— rA/ same, A Room in the 
Palace, 

BnUrthe Archbishop op York, tAe youn^ Dukb 
OF York, Qubbn Elizabeth, and the Duchbss 
OF York. 

Arch, Last night, I hear, they lay at North- 
ampton ; 
At Stony-Stratford will they be to-night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



204 KING RICHARD III. act li. 

Duck. I long with all my heart to see the 

prince. [him. 

I hope he is much grown since last 1 saw 

Q. Eliz. But I hear, no ; they say, my soa 

of York 

Has almost overtaken him in his growth. 

. York. Ay, mother, but I would not have 

it so. 
Duck. Why, my good cousin ? it is good 

to grow. 
York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit 
at supper. 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my brother : Ay^ quoth my uncle 
Gloster, [apace : 

Small kerbs have grace^ great weeds do grow 
And since, methinks, I would not grow so 
fast, [make haste. 

Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds 
Duck. 'Good faith, 'good faith, the saying 
did not hold 
In him that did object the same to thee : 
He was the wretcned'st thing, when he was 

young. 
So long a-growing, and so leisurely, [cious. 
That, if his rule were true, he should be gra- 
Arch. And so, no doubt^ he is, my gracious 

madam. 
Duck. I hope he is ; but yet let mothers 

doubt. 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been re- 
membered, 
I could have given my uncle's grace a flout, 
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To touch his growth nearer than he touch'd 

mine. 
Duck, How, my young York ? I pr'ythce, 

let me hear it. 
York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so 

fast, [old ; 

That he could gnaw a crust at two hours 

'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 

Duck, I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told 

thee this 1 
York, Grandam, his nurse. 
Duck. His nurse ! why, she was dead ere 

thou wast born. 
York, If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who 

told me. 
Q, Eliz, A parlous boy : go to, you are too 

shrewd. 
Arck. Good madam, be not angry with the 

child. 
Q, Eliz. Pitchers have ears. 

. Enter a Messenger. 

Arch, Here comes a messenger : 

What news ? 
Mess, Such news, my lord, as grieves me 

to report 
Q, Eliz, How doth the prince ? 
Miss, Well, madam, and in health. 

Duck. What is thy news ? 
Mess, Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are 

sent to Pomfret, [oners. 

And with them sir Thomas Vaughan, pris* 
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Duck, Who hath committed them ? 

Mess, The mighty dukes, Gloster and 
Buckingham. 

Arck, For what offence? 

Mess, The sum of all I can I have dis- 
closed ; [tedj 
Why, or for what, the nobles were commit- 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lord. 

Q. Eliz, Ah me, I see the ruin of my 
house ! 
The tiger now hath seized the gentle hind ; 
Insulting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocent and aweless throne : 
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre ! 
I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Duck. Accursed and unquiet wrangling 
days. 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ! 
My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 
And often up and down my sons were toss'd, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain and loss : 
And being seated, and domestic broils [ors. 
Clean over-blown, themselves,' the conquer- 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to 
brother, [terous 

Blood to blood, self against self : O, prepos- 
And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen : 
Or let me die, to look on death no more ! 

Q. Eliz, Come, come, my boy, we will to 
sanctuary. 
Madam, farewell. 

Duch. Stay, I will go with you, 

Q, Eliz, You have no cause. 
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« 
Arch, \to the Queen.] My gracious lady, 

fo. [eoods. 

ither bear your treasure and your 
For my part, Til resign unto your grace 
The seal I keep : and so betide to me. 
As well I tender you, and all of yours ! 
Come, ril conduct you to the sanctuary. 




ACT III. 

SCENE I.—London. A Street 

The trumpets sound. Enter the Prince of Wales, 
Gloster, Buckingham, Cardinal Bourchier, 
and others. 

Buckingham. 

[jELCOME, sweet prince, to London, 
to your chamber. 
Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my 
thoughts' sovereign : 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 
Prince. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the 
way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy ; 
I want more uncles here to welcome me. 
Glo, Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of 
your years 
Hath not yet died into the world's deceit: 
No more can you distinguish of a man 
Than of his outward show ; which, God he 
knows, 
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Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Those uncles which you want were danger- 
ous ; 
Your grace attended to their sugar'd words, 
But look'd not on the poison of their hearts : 
God keep you from them, and from such 
false friends I 
Prince, God keep me from false friends ! 

but they were none. 
Glo* My lord, the mayor of London comes 
to greet you. 

Enttrthe Lord Mayor, and his Train. 

May, God bless your grace with health 

and happy days ! 
Prince. I thank vou, good my lord ; — and 
thank you all. — 
I thought my mother and my brother York 
Would' long ere this have met us on the way : 
Fie, what a slug is Hastings ! that he comes 

not 
To tell us whether they will come, or no. 

Enter HASTINGS. 

Buck. And in good time, here comes the 

sweating lord. 
Prince, Welcome, my lord : what, will our 

mother come ? 
Hast, On what occasion, God he knows, 
not I, [York, 

The queen your mother, and your brother 
Hare taken sanctuary : the tender prince 
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Would fain have come with me to meet your 

grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 
Buck. Fie ! what an indirect and peevish 

course [grace 

Is this of hers! — Lord cardinal, will your 
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently ? 
If she deny, lord Hastings, go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 
Card, My lord of Buckingham, if my weak 

oratory 
Can from his mother win the duke of York, 
Anon expect him here : but if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all this land 
Would I be guilty of so great a sin. 
Buck, You are too senseless-obstinate, my 

lord. 
Too ceremonious and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age, 
You oreak not sanctuary in seizing him. 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserved the 

place, [place : 

And those who have the wit to claim the 
This prince hath neither claim'd it, nor de- 
served it ; [it : 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have 
Then, taking him from thence that is not 

there. 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 
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Oft have I heard of sanctuary men ; 
But sanctuary children ne'er till now. 

Card. My lord, you shall o'er-rule my mind 
for once.* 
Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me f 
Host I go, my lord. 

Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy 
haste you may. 

{Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings. 
Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come, 
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ? 
Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal 
self. 
If I may counsel you, some day or two 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 
Then where you please, ana shaU be thought 

most nt 
For your best health and recreation. 
Prince, I do not like the Tower, of any 
place : — 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord ? 
Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that 
place ; 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 
Prince. Is it upon recdrd 1 or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it ? 
Buck. Upon recdrd, my gracious lord. 
Prince. But say, my lord, it were not regis- 
tered ; 
Methinks, the truth should live from age to 

age. 
As 'twere retailed to all posterity, 
Even to the general all-ending aay. 
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Glo. [aside,'] So wise so young, they say, 

do never live long. 
Prince. What say you, uncle ? 
Glo. I say, without characters, fame live* 

long.— 

S Aside.] Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, 
'. moralize two meanings in one word. 
Prince, That Julius Caesar was a famous 
man : 
With what his valor did enrich his wit. 
His wit set down to make his valor live : 
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror : 
For now he lives in fame, though not in 

life.— 
V\\ tell you what, my cousin Buckingham. 
Buck, What, my gracious lord ? 
Prince, An if I live until I be a man, 
V\\ win our ancient right in France again. 
Or die a soldier, as I lived a king. 

Glo, [aside,] Short summers lightly have a 
forward spring. 

Enter York, Hastings, and the Cardinau 

Buck, Now, in good time, here comes the 

duke of York. 
Prince, Richard of York! how fares ouf 

noble brother ? 
York, Well, my dread lord ; so must I call 

you now. 
Prince. Ay, brother ; to our grie^ as it is 

yours : [title, 

Too late he died, that might have kept that 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 
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Gh. How fares our cousin, noble lord of 

York? 
York* I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my 

lord. 
You said that idle weeds are fast in growth ; 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far, 
Glo, He hath, my lord. 
York, And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo, O, my fair cousin, I must not say so. 
York, Then he is more beholden to you 

than I. 
Glo, He may command me, as my sov» 

ereign ; 
But you have power in me, as in a kinsman. 
York, I pray you, uncle, give me this dag- 
ger. 
Glo, My dagger, little cousin ? with all my 

heart. 
Prince, A begear, brother? 
York, Of my kind uncle, that I know will 

give ; [give. 

And, being but a toy, which is no grief to 

Glo, A greater gift than that I'll give my 

cousin. 
York, A greater gift ? O, that's the sword 

to it. 
Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light 

enough. 
York, O then, I see, you will part but with 

light gifts ; 
In weightier things you'll say a beggar, nay. 
Glo, It is too- weighty for your grace to 

wear. 
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York, I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 
Glo, What, would you have my weapon, 

little lord ? 
York. I would, that I might thank you as 

you call me. 
Glo. How? 
York, Little. 

Prince, My lord of York will still be cross 
in talk ; 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with 
him. 
York, You mean, to bear me, not to bear 
with me : 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me ; 
Because that I am little, like an ape. 
He thinks that you should bear me on your 
shoulders. 
Buck, With what a sharp-provided wit he 
reasons ! 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts himself : 
So cunning, and so young, is wonderful. 

Glo, My lord, wiirt please you pass along? 
Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
York, What, will you go unto the Tower, 

my lord ? 
Prince. My lord protector needs will have 

it so. 
York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the 

Tower. 
Clo. Why, what should you fear ? 
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York, Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry 
ghost; 
My grandam told me he was murder'd there. 
Prince, I fear no uncles dead. 
Glo, Nor none that live, I hope. 
Prince. An if they live, I hope I need not 
fear. 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart, 
Thinkijig on them, go I unto the Tower. 

{Exeunt Prince, York, Hastings, Cardinal, 
and Attendants. Enter Catesby. 

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little pra- 
ting York 
Was not insens^d by his subtle mother 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt : O, 'tis a parlous 
boy; 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ; 
He is all the mother's, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest.— 
Come hither, Catesby ; thou art sworn 
As deeplv to effect what we intend. 
As closely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'st our reasons urged upon tn^ 

way; 
What think'st thou ? is it not an easy mattei 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind, 
For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cate. He, for his father's sake, so love» 
the prince. 
That he will not be won to aught against 
him. 
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Buck, What think'st thou then of Stan- 

ley ? will not he ? 
Cate, He will do all in all as Hastings 

doth. 
Buck. Well then, no more but this : go, 
gentle* Catesby, [ti ngs 

And, as it were far off, sound thou lord Has* 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To sit about the coronation. 
If thou dost find him tractable to us. 
Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons: 
If he be leaden, icy-cold, unwilling, 
Be thou so too ; and so break off the talk, 
And give us notice of this inclination : 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd. 
Glo, Commend me to lord William: tell 
him, Catesby, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 
And bid my lord, for joy of this good news, 
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss thi 
more. 
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this busi* 

ness soundly. 
Gate. My good lords both, with all the 

heed I can. 
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere 

we sleep? 
Cate. You shall, my lord. 
Glo, At Crosby-house, there shall you find 
us both. [i5;c// Catesbv. 
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Buck, Now^ my lord, what shall we do, if 
we perceive [plots ? 

Lord Hastings will not yield to our com- 
Glo, Chop off his heaa, man; somewhat 
we will do : — 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the move- 
ables [sess'd. 
Whereof the king mv brother stooii pos- 
Buck, V\\ claim that promise at your 

grace's hand. 
Glo, And look to have it yielded with all 
kindness. 
Come, let us sup betimes : that afterwards 
We may digest our complots in some form. 

\Exeunt, 

SCENE ll.-^Befare Lord Hastings^ ^<?»jtf. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Tknockmp^.] My lord, my lord ! 
Hasi, \wiihin.\ Who knocks ? 
Mess, One from the lord Stanley. 
Hast, \within,] What is't o'clock ? 
Mess, Upon the stroke of four. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast, Cannot my lord Stanley sleep these 

tedious nights ? 
Mess, So it appears by that I have to sajr. 
First, he commends him to your noble 8el£ 
Hast, What then? 
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Mess Then certifies your lordship, that 

this night 
He dreamt the boar had raz^d off his helm : 
Besides, he says, there are two councils 

kept ; 
And that may be determined at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at the 

other. [pleasure, — 

Therefore he sends to know your lordship's 
If you will presently take horse with him, 
And with all speed post with him towards the 

north. 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast, Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord : 
Bid him not fear the separated councils : 
His honor and myself are at the one, 
And at the other is my good friend Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us 
Whereof 1 shall not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are shallow, without in- 
stance : 
And, for his dreams, I wonder he's so simple 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers ; 
To fly the boar, before the boar pursues, 
Were to incense the boar to follow us, 
And make pursuit where he did mean no 

chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us 

kindly. 
Mess, ril go, my lord, and tell him what 

you say. \ExiiL 
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Enter Catbsby. 
Cate, Many good morrows to my noble 

Hast, Good morrow, Catesby; you are 
early stirring : [state ? 

What news, what news, in this our tottering 
Cate, It is a reeling world, indeed, my 
lord ; 
And 1 believe 'twill never stand upright 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 
Hast. How ! wear the garland ! dost thou 

mean the crown ? 
Cate, Ay, my good lord. 
Hast. I'll have this crown of mine cut from 
my shoulders 
Before Til see the crown so foul misplaced. 
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 
Cate. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you 
forward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof : 
And, thereupon, he sends you this good 

news, — 
That, this same very day, your enemies. 
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pom- 
fret. 
Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that 
news, 
Because they have been still my adversaries : 
But, that ril give my voice on Richard's side, 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 
Cate. God keep your lordship in that gra- 
cious mind ! 
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Hast But I shall laugh at this a twelve^ 

month hence, [hate, 

That they which brought me in my master's 

I live to look upon their tragedy. 

Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 

1*11 send some packing that yet think not on't. 

Cate, 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious 

lord, [it. 

When men are unprepared, and look not for 

Hast O monstrous, monstrous ! and so 

falls it out 

With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey ; and so ^twill do 

With some men else, who think themselves 

as safe 
As thou and 1 ; who, as thgu know*st, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 
Cate. The princes both make high account 
of you ; — [bridge. 

[Ast'de,] For they account his head upon the 
Hast. I know they do ; and I have well 
deserved it. 

Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on ; where is your boar- 
spear, man ? 

Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 
mStan. My lord, good morrow; and good 
morrow, Catesby : — 

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 

I do not like these several councils, I. 
Hast. My lord, I hold my life as dear as 
you do yours ; 

And never, in my days, I do protest, 
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Was it so precious to me as *tis now : 
Think you, but that I know our state securei 
I would be so triumphant as I am ? 
Stan, The lords at Pomfret, when they 
rode from London, [sure, 

Were jocund, and supposed their states were 
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust; 
But yet, you see, how soon the day o'ercast. 
This sudden stab of rancor I misdoubt ; 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 
What, shall we toward the Tower ? the day 
is spent. 
//oj/L Come, come have with you. — Wot 
you what, my lord ? 
To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 
Stan, They, for Iheir truth, might better 
wear their heads, [hats. 

Than some that have accused them wear their 
But come, my lord, let*s away. 

Enter a Pursuivant. 

Hast, Go on before, I'll talk with this good 

fellow. {Exeunt Stanley and Catesby. 

How now, sirrah ? how goes the world with 

thee? 

Purs, The better that your lordship please 

to ask. 
Hast I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me 
now, [we meet : 

Than when thou mett'st me last where now 
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies : 
But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyself,) 
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This day those enemies are put to death, 
And I in better state than e'er I was^. 

Purs, God hold it, to your honor's good 
content ! 

Hast. Gramercy, fellow : there, drink that 

for mec [ Throwing htm his purse. 

Purs, I thank your honor. [Exit Pursuivant. 

Enter a Priest. 

/V-. Well met, my lord ; I am glad to see 

your honor. 
Hast. I thank thee, good sir John, with all 
my heart. 
I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 
Gome the next Sabbath, and I will content 
you. 
Pr. ril wait upon your lordship. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord 
chamberlain ? [priest ; 

Your friends at Pomfret they do need the 
Your honor hath no shriving work in hand. 
Hast. 'Good faith, and when I met this 
holy man. 
The men you talk of came into my mind. 
What, go you toward the Tower ? 
Buck. I do, my lord ; but long I cannot 
stay there : 
I shall return before your lordship thence. 
Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner 
there. 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



222 KING RICHARD III. act hi. 

Buck. \aside.'\ And supper too although 
thou know'st it not — 
Come, will you go ? 
Hast, 111 wait upon your lordship. 

[Ex4unt. 

SCENE III.— Pomfret (Pontefract). Be- 
fore the Castle. 

Enter Ratcliff, with a guards conducting RiVBRS, 
Grey, and Vaughan, to execution. • 

Riv, Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee 
this, — 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 
Grey, God keep the prince from all the 
pack of you ! 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 
Vaugh. You live that shall cry woe for 

this hereafter. 
Rat. Dispatch ; the limit of your lives is 

out. 
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody 
prison. 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 
Within the guilty closure of thy walls 
Richard the second here was hack'd to 

death : 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 
We give to thee our guiltless blood to drink. 
Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fallen up- 
on our heads, [I, 
When she exclaimed on Hastings, you, and 
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For standing by when Richard stabb'd her 
son. 
Riv. Then cursed she Richard, then cursed 
she Buckingham, [God, 

Then cursed she Hastings : — O, remember, 
To hear her prayer for them, as now for us ! 
And for my sister, and her princely sons, 
Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood. 
Which, as thou know'st, unjustly must be 
spilt ! 
Rat, Make haste, the hour of death is ex- 
piate. 
Riv Come, Grey, — come, Vaughan, — let 
us here embrace ; 
Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. 

{BxeuHt. 



SCENE IV.— London. A Room in the 
Tower. 

Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the Bishop of 
Ely, Ratcliff, Lovel, and other 5 ^ sitting at a 
table .- Officers of the Council attending . 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why 

we are met 

Is, to determine of the coronation : [day ? 

In God's name, speak, when is the royal 

Buck. Are ail things ready for that royal 

time? 
Stan. They are ; and wants but nomina- 
tion. 
Ely- To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 
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Buck, Who knows the lord protector's 
mind herein ? 
Who is most inward with the noble duke ? 
Ely, Your grace, we think, should soonest 

know his mind. 
Buck. We know each other s faces : for 
our hearts. 
He knows no more of mine than I of yours ; 
Nor I of his. my lord, than you of mine : 
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 
Hctst, I thank his grace, I know he loves 
me well : 
But, for his purpose in the coronation, 
I have not sounded him, nor he delivered 
His gracious pleasure any way therein : 
But you, my honorable lords, may name the 

time; 
And in the duke's behalf Til give my voice, 
Which, I presume, he'll take m gentle part 

Enter Gloster. 

Ely, In happy time, here comes the duke 

himself. 
Glo. My noble lords and cousins all, good 
morrow : 
I have been lone a sleeper; but, I trust. 
My absence doth neglect no great design. 
Which by my presence might have been con- 
cludea. 
Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, 
my lord, [part,— 

William lord Hastings had pronounced your 
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I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the 

king. 

Glo. Than my lord Hastings no man 

might be bolder ; [wclL — 

His lordship knows me well, and loves me 

My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 

I saw good stTeiwberries in your garden 

there ; 
I do beseech you send for some of them. 
Ely Marry and will, my lord, with all my 
heart. [Exu. 

Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with 

you. [ Takes him aside., 

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our busi. 

ness ; 
And finds the testv gentleman so hot 
That he will lose tis head, ere give consent 
His master's child, as worshipfully he terms 

it, 
Shall lose the royalty of England's throne. 
Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, Til go 

with you. 

[Exeuni Gloster and Buckingham. 
SloH. We have not yet set down this day' 

of triumph. 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ; 
For I myself am not so well provided, 
As else I would be, were the day prolong'd. 

Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is my lord the duke of Glos- 
ter? 
I have sent for these strawberries. 
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Hast, His grace looks cheerfully and 

smooth this morning ; 
There's some conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with such 

spirit. 
I think there's ne'er a man in Christendom 
Can lesser hide his love or hate than he ; 
For by his face straight shall you know his 

heart. 
Stan, What of his heart perceive you in 

his face, 
By any livelihood he show'd to-day ? 
. Hast, Marry, that with no man here he is 

offended ; 
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Re-enter Gloster and Buckingham. 

Glo, I pray you all, tell me what they de- 
serve . [plots 
That do conspire my death with devilish 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have pre- 
vailed 
Upon my body with their hellish charms 'i 
Hast, The tender love I bear your grace, 
my lord, [ence 
Makes me most forward in this princely pres- 
To doom the offenders, whosoe'er they be : 
I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 
Glo, Then be your eyes the witness of 
their evil ! 
Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine arm 
Is like a blasted sapling, wither'd up : 
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And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous 

witch, 
Consorted with that harlot-strumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Has^, If they have done this deed, my 

noble lord, — 
G/o, If! thou protector of this damned 

strumpet, [tor : — 

• * Talk'st thou to me of ifs f — Thou art a trai» 

0£E with his head: — now, by Saint Paul 1 

swear, 
I will not dine until I see the same ! 
Lovel and RatclifE, look that it be done ; 
The rest that love me, rise, and follow me. 

[Exeunt Council, with Quo. and Buck. 
Hast. Woe, woe, for England ! not a whit 

for me ; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 
Stanley did dream the boar did raze his helm; 
And I did scorn it, and disdained to fly. 
Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did 

stumble. 
And started, when he look'd upon the Tower, 
As loth to bear me to the slaughter-house. 
O, now I need the priest that spake to me : 
I now repent I told the pursuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butchered. 
And I myself secure in grace and favor. 
O, Margaret, Margaret ! now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wretched head. 
Rat Come, come, dispatch, the duke 

would be at dinner ; 
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Hake a short shrift, he longs to see your 
head. 
Hast O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace oi 
God 1 [looks 

Who builds his hope in air of your good 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ; 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 
Lov* Come, come, dispatch; 'tis bootless 

to exclaim. 
Hast, O, bloody Richard ! — miserable Eng* 
land! 
I prophesy the fearfulPst time to thee 
That ever wretched age hath look'd upon. 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my 

head : 
They smile at me who shortly shall be dead. 

\Exeuni, 

SCENE Y,~-Tk€ same. The Tower Walls. 

Enter Glostbr and Buckingham, in rotten armor 
marvellous ill-favored. 

Glo, Come, cousin, canst thou quake and 
change thy color. 
Murder thy oreath in middle of a word. 
And then again begin, and stop again, [ror ? 
As if thou wert distraught and mad with ter- 
Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep trap 
gedian ; 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw. 
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Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like -enforced smiles ; 
And both are ready in their offices, 
At any time, to grace my stratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 
Glo. He is ; and, see, he brings the mayor 
along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catbsby. 
Buck, Lord mayor, — 
Gh. Look to the drawbridge there ! 
Buck. Hark ! a drum. 
Glo. Catesbv, overlook the walls. 
Buck. Lora mayor, the reason we have 

sent — 
Glo. Look back, defend thee, here ar# 

enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocency defend and 
guard us ! 
Enter Lovel and Ratcliff, with Hastings'^ head. 
Glo. Be patient, they are friends ; Ratcliff 

and Lovel. 
Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble 
traitor. 
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 
Glo. So dear 1 loved the man, that I must' 
weep. 
I took him for the plainest harmless creature 
That breathed upon the earth a Christian ; 
Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret thoughts : 
So smooth he daub'd his vice with show d 
virtue, 
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II. it, bis apparent open guilt omitted, — 
1 mean, his conversation with Shore's wife,— ^ 
He lived from all attainder of suspects. 
Buck, Well, well, he was the covert*st shel- 
ter' d traitor 
That ever lived. — 

Would you imagine, or almost believe, 
(Were't not that, by great preservation, 
We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the council-house, 
To murder me, and my good lord of Glostcr? 
May, Had he done* so ? 
Glo, What ! think you we are Turks or in* 

fidels ? 
Or that we would, against the form of law. 
Proceed thus rashly in the villain's death, 
But that the Extreme peril of the case, 
The peace of England, and our persons' 

safety, 
Enforced us to this execution ? 
May* Now, fair befall you ! he deserved 

his death ; [ceeded, 

And your good ^ces both have well pro- 
To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with mistress Shore. 
Glo, Yet had we not determined he should 

die, 
Until your lordship came to see his end ; 
Which now the loving haste of these our 

friends. 
Something against our meanings, hath pre 

vented : 
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Because, my lord, we would have had you 

heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confess 
The manner and the purpose of his treasons ; 
That you might well have signified the same 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Misconster us in him, and wail his death. 
May* But, mv good lord, your grace's 
word shall serve, 
As well as I had seen and heard him speak \ 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 
But I '11 acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 
Glo, And to that end we wish'd your lord- 
ship here. 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 
Buck, But since you came too late of our 
intents, 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend : 
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid fare- 
well. \Extt Lord Mayor. 
Glo, Go after, after, cousin Buckingham. 
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all 

post: 
There, at your meetest vantage of the time. 
Infer the bastardy of Edward's children ; 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a citi- 

zen. 
Only for saying he would make his son 
Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his 

house, 
Which by the sign thereof was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury. 
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And bestial appetite in change of lust ; 
Which stretched unto their servants, daugh* 

ters, wives, 
Even where his raging eye, or savage heart, 
Without control lusted to make a prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my per- 
son : — [child 
Tell them, when that my mother went with 
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, 
My princely father, then had wars in France : 
And, by true computation of the time, 
Found that the issue was not his begot; 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 
Being nothing like the noble duke my fa- 
ther : 
Yet touch this sparingly, as 'twere far off ; 
Because, my lord, you know my mother lives. 
Buck. Doubt not, my lord, V\\ play the 
orator 
As if the golden fee for which I plead 
Were for myself ; and so, my lord, adieu. 
Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to 
Baynard's castle ; 
Where you shall find me well accompanied 
With reverend fathers, and well-learned 
bishops. 
Buck. I go; and, towards three or four 
o'clock, 
Look for the news that the Guildhall af- 
fords. [ExU. 
Glo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to doctor 
Shaw. [them both 
[To Gate.] Go thou to friar Penker;— bid 
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Meet me within this hour, at Baynard's 
castle. [Exeunt Lovel and CatHsby. 

Now will I go, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 
And to give order, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. 

[Exit. 



SCENE VI.— 7:%^ same, A Street, 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Scriv* Here is the indictment of the good 
lord Hastings ; 

Which in a set hand fairly is engrossed, 

That it may be to-day read o'er m Paul's. 

And mark how well the sequel hangs to- 
gether : 

Eleven hours I have spent to write it over, 

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me ; 

The precedent was full as long a-doing : 

And yet within these five hours Hastings 
lived, 

Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty. 

Here's a good world the while ! Who is so 
gross 

That cannot see this palpable device ? 

Yet who so bold but says he sees it not ? 

Bad is the world ; and all will come to 
nought, [thought. 

When such ill dealing must be seen, in 
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SCENE VII.— r^^ same. Court of 
Baynard's Castle. 

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, meeting. 

GUf, How now, how now? what say th« 

citizens 
Buck, Now, by the holy mother of our 
Lord, 
The citizens are mum, say not a word. 

Glo, TouchM you the bastardy of Ed- 
ward's children ? 
Buck, I did ; with his contract with lady 
Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France : 
The insatiate greediness of his desire. 
And his enforcement of the city wives; 
His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy, 
As being got, your father then in France ; 
And his resemblance being not like the 

duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments. 
Being the right idea of your father, 
Both in your form and nobleness of mind : 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpose 
Untouched, or slightly handled, in discourse. 
And, when my oratory grew toward end, 
I bade them that did love their country's 
good {^^^^^ 

Cry — God save Richard^ England* s rqyat 
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Glo. And did they so ? 

Buck, No, so God help me, they spake 

not a word ; 
But, like dumb statues or breathing stones, 
Stared each on other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I saw I reprehended them : 
And ask'd the mayor, what meant this wilful 

silence : 
His answer was, the people were not used 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 
Then he was urged to tell my tale again ; — 
Thus saith the duke^ thus hath the duke in- 

ferr'd; 
But nothing spoke in warrant from himself. 
When he had done, some followers of mine 

own, 
At lower end o' the hall, hurPd up their caps, 
And some ten voices cried, God save king 

Richard/ 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, — 
Thanks, gentle citizens, ami friends, quoth I ; 
This general applause, and cheerful shout, 
Argues your wisdom, and your love to 

Richard: 
And even here brake off, and came away. 
Glo, What tongueless blocks were they J 

Would they not speak ? 
Will not the mayor then and his brethren 

come ? 
Buck, The mayor is here at hand ; intend 

some fear ; 
Be not you spoke with but by mighty suit : 
And look you, get a prayer-book in your hand. 
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And stand between two churchmen, good my 

lord ; 
For on that ground I'll make a holy descant: 
And be not easily won to our requests ; [it. 
Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and tsuce 
ulo. I go : and if you plead as well for 
them 
As I can say nay to thee for myself, 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy issue. 
Buck, Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord 
mayor knocks. {.Exit Gloster. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens. 

Welcome, mv lord I dance attendance here ; 
( think the duke will not be spoke withal. 

Enter y from the CastU^ Catbsby. 

Kow, Catesby ! what says your lord to my 

request } 
Cate, He doth entreat your grace, my noble 

lord, 
To visit him to-morrow, or next day : 
He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation : 
And in no worldly suits would he be moved, 
To draw him from his holy exercise. 
Buck, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious 

duke ; 
Tell him, myself, the mayor, and aldermen, 
In deep designs, in matter of great moment. 
No less importing than our general good. 
Are come to have some conference with his 

grace. 
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Cate, 1*11 signify so lAuch unto him straight. 

[Exit, 
Buck. Ah, ah, my lord, this prince is not 
an Edward ! 
He is not lulling on a lewd love-bed, 
But on his knees at meditation ; 
Not dallyine with a brace of courtezans. 
But meditatmg with two deep divines ; 
Not sleeping, to engross his idle body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul : 
Happy were England would this virtuous 

prince 
Take on his grace the sovereignty thereof : 
But, sure, I lear, we shall not win him to it. 
May. Marry, God defend his grace should 

say us nay ! 
Buck. I fear he will : here Catesby comes 
again;— 

Re-enter Catesby. 

Now, Catesby, what says his grace ? 

Cate^ He wonders to what end you have 
assembled 
Such troops of citizens to come to him. 
His grace not being warned thereof before ; 
He tears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck, Sorry I am my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 
By heaven, we come to him in perfect love ; 
And so once more return and tell his grace. 

\Exa Catesby. 

When holy and devout religious men 
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Are at their beads, 'tis much to draw them 

thence ; 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Glostsr, in a galUry above^ between twe 
Bishops. Catesby returns. 

May, See, where his grace stands 'tweca 

two clergymen 1 
Buck, Two props of virtue for a Christlaa 
prince, 
To stay him from the fall of vanity ; 
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand ; 
True ornaments to know a holy man. — 
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 
Lend favorable ear to our requests ; 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal. 

Glo, My lord, there needs no such apology ; 
I do beseech your grace to pardon me, 
Who, earnest in the service of my God, 
Deferred the visitation of my friends. 
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleas* 
ure? 
Buck, Even that, I hope, which pleaseth 
God above, 
And all good men of this ungovem'd isle. 

Glo, I do suspect I have done some offence, 
That seems disgracious in the city's eye ; 
And that you come to reprehend my igno- 
rance. 
Buck, You have, my lord : would it might 
please your grace. 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault I 
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Glo, Else wherefore breathe I in a Chris- 
tian land ? 

Buck, Know, then, it is your fault, that you 
resign 
The sdpreme seat, the throne majestical, 
The sceptred office of your ancestors, 
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth, 
The lineal glory of your royal house. 
To the corruption of a blemish'd stock : 
Whiles, in the mildness of your sleepy 

thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our country's good,) 
The noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 
Her face defaced with scars of infamy. 
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 
And almost shoiilder'd in the swallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfuhiess and deep oblivion. 
Which to recufe we heartily solicit 
Your gracious serf to take on you the charge 
And kmgly government of this your land : 
Not as protector, steward, substitute. 
Or lowly factor for another's gain ; 
But as successively, from blood to blood. 
Your right of birth, your empery, your own. 
For this, consorted with the citizens. 
Your very worshipful and loving friends, 
And by their vehement instigation. 
In this just cause come I to move your gracti 

Glo, I cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 
Or bitterly to speak m your reproof. 
Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 
If not to answer, you might haply think, 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
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To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 
Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 
\i to reprove you for this suit of yours, 
So seasoned with your faithful love to me, 
Then* on the other side, I checked my 

friends. 
Therefore, — to speak, and to avoid the first ; 
And then, in speaking, not to incur the 

last, — 
Definitively thus I answer you. [sert 

Your love deserves my thanks ; but my de- 
Unmeritable shuns your high request. 
First, if all obstacles were cut away, 
And that my path were even to the crown, 
As the ripe revenue and due of birth ; 
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit. 
So mighty, and so many, my defects 
That I woufd rather hid© me from my great- 
ness, — 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea, — 
Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 
And in the vapor of my glory smothered. 
But, God be thanked, there is no need of me ; 
(And much I need to help you, were there 

need ;) 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, [time, 
Which, mellow'd by the stealing hours of 
Will well become the seat of majesty. 
And make, no doubt^ us happy by hts reign. 
On him I lay that you would lay on me, 
The right and fortune of his happy stars. 
Which God defend that I should wring h'OQi 
himl 
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Buck, My lord, this argues conscience in 

your grace ; 
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumstances well considered. 
You say that Edward is your brother's son ; 
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife : 
For first was he contract to lady Lucy, — 
Your mother lives a witness to nis vow ; 
And afterwards by substitute betrothed 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 
These both put off, a poor petitioner, 
A care-crazed mother to a many sons, 
A beauty-waning and distressed widow, 
Even in the afternoon of her best days, 
Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye, 
Seduced the pitch and height of his degree 
To base declension and loathed bigamy ; 
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our manners call tho 

prince. 
More bitterly could I expostulate, 
Save that, for reverence to some alive, 
I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 
Then, good my lord, take to your royal self 
This proffered benefit of dignity : 
If not to bless us and the land withal, 
Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 
From the corruption of abusing times, . 
Unto a lineal true-derived course. 

May, Do, good my lord; your citizens 
entreat you. 

Buck, Refuse not, mighty lord, this prof* 
fer*d love. 

16 . 
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CaU, O make them joyful, grant their law 

ful suit. 
Glo, Alas, why would you heap this care 
on me? 
I am unfit for state and majesty : 
I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 
I cannot, nor I will not, yield to you. 
Buck. If you refuse it, — as in love and 
zeal. 
Loth to depose the child, your brother's son, 
As well we know your tenderness of heart, 
And gentle, kind, efEeminate remorse, 
Which we have noted in you to your kin- 
dred. 
And equally, indeed, to aD estates. — 
Yet know, whether you accept our cuit or no, 
Your brother's son shall never reign our 

king; 
But we will plant some other in the throne. 
To the disgrace and downfall of your house. 
And in this resolution here we leave you \ — 
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

{Exeunt Buckingham and Citizeni 
Cate, Call them again, sweet prince, ao* 
cept their suit ; 
If you deny them, all the land will rue it. 
Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of 
. cares ? • 

Call them again ; I am not made of stone. 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties. 

\ExU Catbsby. 
Albeit against my conscience and my souL— ' 
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Re-enter Buckingham, and the rest. 

Cousin of Buckingham, and sage grave men, 
Since you will ouckle fortune on my back, 
To bear her burden, whether I will or no, 
I must have patience to endure the load : 
But if black scandal, or foul-faced reproach. 
Attend the sequel of your imposition, 
Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof : 
For God doth know, and you may partly see, 
How far I am from the desire of this. 
May, God bless your grace 1 we see it, 

and will say it. 
Clo, In saying so you shall but say the 

truth. 
Buck. Then I salute you with this royal 
title.— [king / 

Lon^ live king Richard, EnglancTs worthy 
All, Amen. 
Buck, To-morrow may it please you to be* . 

crown'd ? 
Glo, Even when you please, for you will 

have it so. 
Buck, To-morrow, then, we will attend 
your grace ; 
And so most joyfully we take our leave. 
Glo, [to the Bishops.] Come, let us to our 
holy work agam : — [friends. 

Farewell, my cousin ; — farewell, gentle 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE h—Before the Tower. 

Bnter on one side^ Queen Elizabeth, Duchess <Sm 
York, and Marquis of Dorset ; on the othe>^ 
Anne Duchess of Gloster, leading Ladv 
Margaret Plantagenet, Clarence^ young 
daughter^ 

Duchess, 

j|HO meets us here ? — my niece Plan* 

tagenet, [of Gloster ? 

Led in the hand of her kind aunt 

Now, for my life, she's wandering 

to the Tower, [prince. 

On pure heart's love, to greet the tender 

Daughter, well met. 

• Anne. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day ! 

Q. Eliz, As much to you, good sister! 

Whither away ? 
Anne, No further than the Tower ; and, 
as I guess. 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves. 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 
Q, Eliz, Kind sister, thanks ; we'll enter 
all together : 

Enter Brakbnbury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant 
comes. — 
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Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the prince, and my young son of 

Brak. Right well, dear madam : by your 
patience, 
I may not suffer you to visit them ; 
The king hath strictly charged the contrary, 
Q. Ehz. The king ! who's that ? 
Brak. I mean the lord protector. 

Q, Eliz. The Lord protect him from that 
kingly title 1 [me ? 

Hath he set bounds between their love and 
I am their mother, who shall bar me from 
them ? 
Duch, I am their father's mother, I will 

see them. 
Anne, Their aunt I am in law, in love their 
mother : [blame, 

Then bring me to their sights ; Pll bear thy 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 
Brak. No, madam, no, I may not leave it 
so; 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[Exil, 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one 
hour hence. 

And ril salute your grace of York as mother, 

And reverend looker-on, of two fair queens. 

[To the Duchess of Gloster.J Come, mad- 
am, you must straight to Westminster, 

There to be crowned Richard's royal queen. 
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2- Eliz, Ah, cut my lace asunder ! [beat, 
That my pent heart may have some scope to 
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 
Anne, Despiteful tidings ! O unpleasiog 

news ! 
Dor, Be of good cheer. Mother, how fares 

your grace ? 
Q, Eliz, O Dorset, speak not to me, get 
thee gone. 
Death and destruction dog thee at thy heels. 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children : 
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of 
hell. [house, 

Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter- 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 
And make me die the thrall of Margaret's 
curse, — [queen. 

Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted 
Stan. Full of wise care is this your coun- 
sel, madam : — [the hours ; 
\To Dorset.] Take all (he swift advantage of 
You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay. 

Duck, O ill-dispersing wind of misery ! 
O my accursed womb, the bed of death ; 
A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whose unavoided eve is murderous ! 
Stan. Come, maaam, come ; I in all haste 

was sent. 
Anne, And I with all im willingness will 
go.— 
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O, would to God that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal that must round my brow 
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain I 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom, 
And die, ere men can say — God save the 

queen ! 
Q, Eliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy 

glory; 
To feed my humor, wish thyself no harm. 
Anne, No ! why ? When he that is my hus- 
band now 
Came to me, as I follow'd Henry*s corse : 
When scarce the blood was well wash'd from- 

his hands, 
Which issued from my other angel husband, 
And that dear saint which then I weeping 

followM ; 
O, when, I say, I look'd on Richard's face, 
This was my wish, — Be thou, quoth I, ac-- 

cursed^ 
For making me^ so youngs so old a widow / 
And when thou wedd^st let sorrow haunt 

thy bed; 
And be thy wife {if any be so mad) 
More miserable by the life of thee, [death / 
Than thou hast made me by my dear lord*s 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again. 
Within so small a time, my woman^s heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words. 
And proved the subject of mine own souPs 

curse ; 
Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from rest: 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
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Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 

But with his timorous dreanis was still 

awaked. 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 
Q, Eliz, Poor heart, adieu ! I pity thy com- 
plaining. 
Anne, No more than with my soul I mourn 

for yours. 
Dor, Farewell, thou woeful welcomer of 

glory! 
Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak'st thy 

leave of it ! 
Duch. \to Dorset.] Go thou to Richmond, 

ana good fortune guide thee ! 
\To Anne.] Go thou to Richard, and good 

angels tend thee ! 
\To Q. Elizabeth.] Go thou to sanctuary, 

and good thoughts possess thee ! — 
I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with 

me! 
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 
And each hour's joy wrecked with a week of 

teen. 
Q. Eliz, Stay; yet look back, with me, 

unto the Tower. 
Pitv, you ancient stones, those tender babes, 
Whom envy hath immured within your walls ! 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones \ 
Rude ragged nurse ! old sullen playfellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well ! 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewelL 
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SCENE \\,—A Room of State in the 
Palace, 

Flourish of trumpets. Enter Richard, crowned; 
Buckingham, Catesby, a Page, and others. 

K. Rich. Stand all apart. Cousin of Buck- 
ingham,^— 
Buck, My gracious sovereign. 
K. Rich. Give me thy hand. [He ascends 
the throne."] Thus high, by thy advice, 
And thy assistance, is king Richard seated : 
But shall we wear these glories for a day ? 
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 
Buck. Still live they, and forever let them 

last! 
K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play 
the touch. 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed : 
Young Edward lives: — think now what I 
would speak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. 
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say I would 

be king. 
Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-re- 
nowned lord. 
K.Rich. Ha! am I king? 'Tis so: but 

Edward lives. 
Buck. True, noble prince. 
K. Rich. O bitter consequence, 

That Edward still should live! — True, noble 
prince! 
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Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : 
Shall I be plain ? I wish the bastards dead ; 
And I would have it suddenly perform'd. 
What say*st thou now ? speak suddenly, be 
brief. 
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure. 
K, Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy 
kindness freezes : 
Say, have I thy consent that" they shall die ? 
Buck. Give me some little breath, some 
pause, dear lord. 
Before I positively speak in this : 
1 will resolve you herein presently. [ExU. 
Cate. \aside.'^ The king is angry ; see, he 

gnaws his lip. 
K. Rich. I will converse with iron-witted 
fools, [Descends from his throne. 

And un respective boys ; none are for me 
That look into me with considerate eyes. 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circum- 
spect. — 
Boy! 
Page. My lord. 

K. Rich. Know'st thou not any whom cor- 
rupting gold 
Would tempt unto a close exploit of death ? 

Page, I know a discontented gentleman, 
Whose humble means match not his haughty 

spirit : 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to anything. 
K. Rich. What is his name ? 
Page. His name, my lord, is TyrreL 
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K. Rich. I partly know the man : go, call 
him hither, boy. \JB.xU Page. 

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbor to my coun- 
sels : 
Hath he so long held out with me untired, 
And stops he now for breath ? — well, be it 
so. — 

Enter Stanley. 
How now, lord Stanley ? what's the news ? 

Stan. Know, my loving lord, 
The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 
K, Rich. Come hither, Catesby : rumor it 
abroad 
That Anne, my wife, is very ^ievous sick ; 
I will take order for her keepmg close. 
Inquire me out some mean poor gentleman, 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence's 

daughter. — 
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him. — 
Ijooky how thou dream'st ! — I say again, give , 

out 
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die : 
About it : for it stands me much upon, [me. 
To stop all hopes whose growth may damage 

\Exii Catesby. 

I must be married to my brother's daughter, 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass : 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her ! 
Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. 
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Re-enUr Page, vnth Tyrrxl. 
Is thy name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obe« 

dient subject 
K, Rick, Art thou, indeed ? ' 
Tyr, Prove me, my gracious lord. 

K. Rich, Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend 

of mine ? 
Tyr, Please you, but I had rather kill two 

enemies. 
K. Rich, Why, then thou hast it ; two 
deep enemies, [turbers. 

Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep^s dis- 
Are they that I would have thee deal up- 
on : — 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 
Tyr, Let me have open means to come to 
them. 
And soon Pll rid you from the fear of them. 
K. Rich. Thou sing'st sweet music. Hark, 
come hither, Tyrrel : 
. Go, by this token :— rise, and lend thine ear. 

[Whispers, 
There is no more but so : — say, it is done. 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tyr, I will dispatch it straight. {Exit, 

Re-enter Buckingham. 
Buck. My lord, I have considered in my 
mind 
The late request that you did sound me in. 
K, Rich, Well, let that rest. Dorset is 
fled to Richmond. 
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Buck. I hear the news, my lord. 

K, Rich, Stanley, he is your wife's son :— 

well look unto it 
Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due 
by promise, [pawn'd ; 

For which your honor and your faith is 
The earldom of Hereford, and the move- 
ables. 
Which you have promisM I shall possess. 
K' Rich, Stanley, look to your wife ; if 
she convey 
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 
Buck. What says your highness to my 

just request? 
K» Rich. I do remember me,— Henry the 
sixth 
Did prophesy that Richmond should be king, 
When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 

A king !— perhaps 

Buck. My lord, 

K. Rich, How chance the prophet could 
not at that time [him ? 

Have told me, I being by, that I should kill 
Buck. My lord, your promise for the earl- 
dom, — 
K, Rich. Richmond !— When last I was at. 
Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy showed me the castle, 
And caird it Rouge-mont : at which name I 

started, 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once 
I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 
Butk, My lord, 
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K Rich, Ay, what*s o'clock? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in 
mind 
Of what you promised me. 
K. Rich, Well, but what's o'clock ? 

Buck. Upon the stroke of ten. 
K. Rich. WeU, let it strike. 

Buck. Why, let it strike ? 
K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou 
keep'st the stroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to-day. 
Buck. Why, then resolve me whether you 

will, or no. 
K, Rich. Thou troublest me ; I am not in 
the vein. 

\Exeunt King Richard and Train. 

Buck, And is it thus ? repays he my deep 

service [this ? 

With such contempt ? made I him king for 

O, let me think on Hastings ; and be gone 

To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. 

\BxU. 

SCENE \\\. --The same. 

Enter Tyrrel. 

Tyr, The tyrannous and bloody act is done ; 
The most arch deed of piteous massacre 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchery. 
Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs. 
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Melting with tenderness and mild compas- 
sion, [story. 
Wept like to children, in their death^s sad 
thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes, — 
Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one 

another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms : 
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 
And, in their summer beauty, kissed each 

other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay : 
Which once, quoth Forrest, almost changed 

my mind : 
But, O, the devil— -thtrt the villain stopped ; 
When Dighton thus told on, — we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of Nature, 
That, from the prime creation, e^er she 
framed. — [morse ; 

Hence both are gone ^4th conscience and re- 
They could not speak : and so I left them 

both, 
To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 
And here he comes : 

Enter King Richard. 

All health, my sovereign lord ! 
K, Rich, Kind Tyrrel ! am I happy in thy 

news? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in 
charge 
Beget your happiness, be happy theiu 
For it IS done. 
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K, Rich. But didst thou see them dead ? 
Tyr, I did, my lord. 

A . Rich* And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? 

Tyr, The chaplain of the Tower hath 
buried them ; 
But where, to say the truth, I do not know. • 
K, Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after 
supper, [death. 

When thou shalt tell the process of their 
Meantime, but think how I may do thee good. 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 
Farewell till then. 

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. 

iExit. 

K, Rich. The son of Clarence have I pent 

up close ; [riage ; 

His daughter meanly have I matched in mar- 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's 

bosom ; [night. 

And Anne my wife hath bid this world good 
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond 

aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the 

crown, 
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat. My lord! 

K. Rich. Good or bad news, that thott 

com'st in so bluntly? 
Rat Bad news, my lord ; Morton is fledtO 

Richmond ; 
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And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy 

Welshmen, 
Is in the field, and still his power increaseth- 
K. Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me 
^^ "lore near [strength 

Than Buckmgham and his rash-levied 
Come,— 1 have learn'd that fearful comment- 
ing 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; [gary ; 

Delay leads impotent and snail-paced beg- 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king ! 
Go, muster men : my counsel is my shield ; 
We must be brief when traitors brave the 
field. \ExeunU 

SCENE IV.— London. Before thf Palac$. 

Enter Quebn Margaret, 

Q, Mar, So, now prosperity begins to 
mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 
Here in these confines slily have I lurk'd, 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 
A dire induction am I witness to, 
And will to France ; hoping the consequence 
Will prov.e as bitter, black, and tragical.— 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret! who 
' comes here ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess of 

York. 
Q, Eliz. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my ten« 
der babes ! 

17 
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My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 
1 f yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
And hear your mother's lamentation ! 

Q. Mar, [ast'dg,] Hover about her; say, 
that right for right 
Hath dimip*d your infant mom to aged night 
I?ucJt. So many miseries have crazed my 
voice. 
That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 
Q. Mar. {aside,^ Plantagenet doth quit 
Plantagenet, 
Edward, for Edward, pays a dying debt. 
Q. Eliz, Wilt thou, O God, fly from such 
gentle lambs. 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf ? 
When didst thou sleep, when such a deed 
was done ? 
Q. Mar. [aside,] When holy Harry died, 

and my sweet son. 
Duch, Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal- 
living ghost, 
Woe*s scene, world's shame, grave's due by 

life usurp'd, 
Brief abstract and recdrd of tedious days. 
Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth, 

\Sitting down. 

Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 
Q, Eliz. Ah, that thou wouldst as soon 
afford a grave. 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; 
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Then would I hide my bones, not rest them 

here ! 
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn but we ? 

[Sitting down by her. 
Q. Mar, [advancing,'] If ancient sorrow 

be most reverend, 
Give mine the benefit of seniory, 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 
If sorrow can admit society, 

{^Sitting down with tk4m. 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine : — 
I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him ; 
I had a husband, till a Richard kilPd him : 
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kiird 

him : [him. 

Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kilPd 

Duck, I kad a Richard too, and thou didst 

kill him ; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 
Q. Mar, Thou hadst *3l Clarence too, and 

Richard kill'd him. [crept 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath 
<4 hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death : 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ; 
That foul defacer of God's handiwork. 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls ; 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth. 
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our 

graves. — 
O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother's body, 
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And makes her pew-fellow with others' 
moan ! [woes ; 

Duch. O, Harry's wife, triumph not in my 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 
Q. Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for 
revenge, 
And now I doy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead that kilPd my Ed- 
ward; 
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward ; 
Young York he is but boot, because both 

they 
Match not the high perfection of my loss. 
Thy Clarence he is dead that stabb'd my 

Edward ; 
And the beholders of this frantic play, 
The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, 

Grey, 
Untimely smothered in their dusky graves. 
Richard yet lives, h«ll's black intelligencer ; 
Only reserved their factor, to buy souls, 
And send them thither : but at hand, at hand, 
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end : 
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints 

pray. 
To have him suddenly conveyed from hence : 
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 
That I may live to say, the dog is dead ! 
Q, Eliz, O, thou didst prophesy the time 
would come. 
That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back'd 
toad. 
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Q, Mar. I caU'd thee then, vain flourish 
of my fortune ; [queen ; 

I caird thee then, poor shadow, painted 
The presentation of but what I was. 
The nattering' index of a direful pageant. 
One heaved a-high, to be hurFd down be- 
low: 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes : 
A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag. 
To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 
Where is thy husband now ? where be thy 
brothers } [joy ? 

Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou 
Who sues, and kneels, and says — God save 
the queen f [thee? 

Where be the bending peers that flatter'd 
Where be the thronging troops that follow'd 

thee ? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 
For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 
For queen, a very caitiff crown*d witn care ; 
For she that scorn *d at me, now scorn* d of 

me; 
For she being fear'd of all, now fearing one ; 
For she commanding all, obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the course of justice whirl* d about. 
And left thee but a very prey to time ; 
Having no more but thought of what thou 
wast. 
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To tcnrture thee the more, being what thou 

art. 
ThoiA didst asurp my place, and dost thou 

not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ? 
Now thy proud neck bears half my burden 'd 

yoke ; [head, 

From which even here I slip ray wearied 
And leave the burden of it all on thee. 
Farewell, York*s wife,— and queen of sad 

mischance,— [France. 

These English woes shall make me smile in 

Q, Eliz. O thott well skill'd in curses, stay 

a while, 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies- 
Q, Man Forbear to sleep the night, and 

fast the day ; 
Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they 

were. 
And he that slew them fouler than he Is ; 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer 

worse ; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 
Q, EhZm My words are dull, O quicken 

them with thine ! 
Q, Mar, Thy woes will make them sharp, 

and werce like raine^ \RxU. 

Duck, Why should calamity be full ol 

words ? 
Q. Eliz, Windy attorneys to their client 

woes. 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 
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Poor broathing orators of miseries ! Rmpart 
Let them have scope ; though what they do 
Hejb nothing else, yet do they ease, the hearc 
iJuch. If so, then be not tongue tied : go 
with me, [smother 

And in the breath of bitter words let's 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons 

Smother'd. f Trumpets within. 

The trumpet sounds, — be copious in ex- 
claims. 

Enter King Richard, and his Train, marching, 

K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expe- 
dition ? • 
DueJu O, aho that might have intercepted 
thee, — 
By strangling thee in. her accursed womb, — 
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou 
hast done, 
g. Eli2, Hid'st thou that forehead with a 
golden crown, [right, 

Where should be branded, if that right were 
The slaughter of the prince that owed that 
crown^ [ers ? 

And the dire death of my poor sons and broth- 
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my 
children ? 
Ouch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy 
brother Clarence ? 
And little Ned Plantaganet, his son ? 

Q. Eliz^ Where is the gentle Rivtn^ 

Vauchan, Grejr ? 
Duch. Where is kmd Hastings ? 
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K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! — sfHke alar- 
um, drums ! 
Let not the heavens nere these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed : strike, I say. 

[Flourish, tUarutns, 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 
Duch, Art thou my son ? 
K. Rich, Ay ; I thank God, my father, and 

yourseli. 
Duciu Then patiently hear my Impatience. 
K. Rich, Madam, I have a touch of your 
conditlon, • 

That cannot brook' the accent of reproof. 
Duch. O, let me speak ! 
K. Rich, Do, then ; but 1*11 not hear. 

Duch, I will be mild and gentle in my 

words. 
K. Rich, And brief, good mother ; for I am 

in haste. 
Duch, Art thou so hasty? I have stay'd 
for thee, 
God knows, in anguish, pain, and agony. 
K. Rich, And came I not at last to comfort 

Jou ? 
. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st 
it well, fhfclL 

Thou cam'st on earth to make the earth my 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me; 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 
Thy school-days frightful, desperate, wild, and 
furious; 
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Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and ven- 
turous ; 
Thy aee cx>nfirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and 
bloody, [hatred : 

' More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in 
What comfortable hour canst thou name, 
That ever graced me in thy company ? 
K. Rich. *Faith, none, but Humphrey 
Hower, that calPd your grace 
To breakfast once, forth of my company. 
If I be so disgracious in your eye. 
Let me march on, and not' offend y<>«, 

madam. — 
Strike up the drum. 
Duch, I pr'ythee, hear me speaks 

K* Rich. You speak too bitterly. 
Duch. Hear me a word, 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 
K,Rkh. So. 

Duch. Either thou wilt die, by God's just 
ordinance. 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; 
Or I with grief and Extreme age shall perish, 
And never more behold thy face again. 
Therefore, take with thee my most grievous 

curse ; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more 
Than all the cdmplete armor that thou 

wear' St ! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight : 
And there the little souls of £dward's chil- 
dren 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies^ 
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And promise them success and victory. 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ; 
Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death 
attend. {Exit. 

Q, Eliz, Though far more cause, yet much 
less spirit to curse 
Abides in me ; I say Amen to her* \G<nng, 
K, Rich, Stay, madam, I must talk a word 

with you. 

Q, Eliz, I have no more sons of the royal 

blood [Richard, 

For thee to slaughter: for my daughters, 

They shall be praying nuns, not weeping 

queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 
K, Rich, You have a daughter called Eliza- 
beth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Q. Eliz. And must she die for this ? O, let 
her live, [beauty ; 

And V\\ corrupt her manners, stain her 
Slander myself, as false to Edward^s bed ; 
Throw over her the veil of infamy ; 
So she may live unscarr^d of bleeding 

slaughter, 
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter. 
K» Rich, Wrong not her birth, she is a 

royal princess. 
Q. Eltz, To save her life, PU say she is 

not so. 
K, Rick, Her life is safest only in her birth. 
Q, Eliz, And only in that safety died her 
brothccs. 
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K. Rich, Lo, at their births good stars wert 

opposite. 
Q, Eliz, No, to their lives ill friends were 
contrary. [tiny. 

K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of des^ 
Q, Eliz, True, when avoided grace makes 
destiny : 
My babes were destined to a fairer death, 
If grace had bless'd thee with a fair«r life. 
K. Rich, You speak as if that I had slain 

my cousins. 
Q, Eliz, Cousins, indeed; and by their 
uncle cozened 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soever lanced their tender 

hearts, 
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and 

blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart. 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs, [tame. 
But that still use of grief makes wild grief 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my 

boys. 
Till that my nails were anchored in thine eyes ; 
And I, in such a desperate bay of death. 
Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft, 
Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 
K. Rich, Madain, so thrive I in my eater- 
prise. 
And dangerous success of bloody wars. 
As I intwl more good to you and yours. 
Than ever you and yours by me were harm'd ! 
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Q, Eiiz, What good is covered with the 
face of heaven, 
To be discovered, that can do me good ? 
K, Rich. The advancement of your chil- 
dren, gentle lady. 
' Q. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose 
their heads ? 
K. Rich. Unto the dignity and height of 
fortune, 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. 
Q. Eliz. Flatter my sorrow with report of 
it: [or, 

Tell me, what state, what dignity, what hon- 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine ? 
K. Rich. Even all I have ; ay, and myself 
and all. 
Will I withal endow a child of thine ; 
So in the Lethe of thy angry soul [wrongs 
Thou drown the -sad remembrance of those 
Which thou supposest I have done to thee. 
Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of 
thy kindness 
Last longer telling than thy kindness* date. 
K. Rich. Then know, that, from my soul, 

I love thy daughter. 
Q. Eliz. My daughter's mother thinks it 

with her soul. 
K. Rich. What do you think ? 
Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daugh- 
ter, from thy soul : [brothers ; 
So, from thy soul's love, didst thou love her 
And, from my heart's love, I do thank thee 
for it. 
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K. Rich* Be not so hasty to confound my 
meaning ; [ter, 

I mean, that with my soul I love thy daugh- 
And do intend to make her queen of Eng- 
land. 
Q, Eliz. Well then, who dost thou mean 

shall be her king ? 
K, Rich. Even he that makes her queen : 

who else should be ? 
Q. Eliz. What, thou ? 
K, Rich, Even so : how think you of it ? 
Q, Eliz. How canst thou woo her ? 
K, Rich. That I would learn of you, 

As one being best acquainted with her hu- 
mor. 
Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ? 
K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that 
slew her brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave 
Edward, and York; then, haply, will she 
weep : [Margaret 

Therefore present to her, — as sometime 
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland's 

blood, — 
A handkerchief ; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brother's 

bcJdy, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 
If this inducement move her not to love; 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; [ence, 
Tell her, thou mad'st away her uncle Clar- 
Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her sake, 
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Mad'st quick conveyance with her good aunt 

Anne. 
K. Rich, You mock me, madam ; this is 

not the way 
To win your daughter. 

Q. Eiiz, There is no other way ; 

Unless thou couldst put on some other 

shape, 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 
K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of 

her? 
Q. Eliz, Nay, then indeed, she cannot 

choose but hate thee, 
Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 
K. Rich, Look, what is done cannot be 

now amended ; 
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 
Which after-hours give leisure to repent. 
If I did take the kingdom from your sons, 
To make amends, I'U give it to your daugh* 

ter. 
If I have kiird the issue of your womb, 
To quicken your increase, I will beget [ter. 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daugh- 
A grandam's name is little less in love 
Than is the doting title of a mother ; 
They are as children but one step below. 
Even of your mettle, of your very blood ; 
Of all one pain, — ^save for a night of ^dans 
Endured oi her, for whom you bid like sor- 
row. 
Your children were vexation to your youth^ 
But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 
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The loss you have, is but a son bein^ king, 
And, by that loss, your daughter is made 

queen. 
I cannot make you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 
Dorset, your son, that, with a fearful soul, 
Leads discontented steps in forei^ soil, 
This fair alliance quickly shall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity : 
The kin^, that calls your beauteous daughter 

wife, 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother ; 
Again shall you be mother to a king. 
And all the ruins of distressful times 
Repair'd with double riches of content. 
What ! we have many goodly days to see : 
The liquid drops of tears that you have shed 
Shall come again, transformed to orient pearl ; 
Advantaging their loan, with interest 
Of ten-times double gain of happiness. 
Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go; 
Make bold her bashful years with your ex- 
perience ; 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ; 
Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame 
Of golden sovereignty ; acquaint the princess 
With the sweet silent hours of marriage 

joys : 
And when this arm of mine hath chastisfed 
The petty rebel, dull-brain*d Buckingham, 
Bound with triumphant garlands willl come, 
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed \ 
To whom I will retail my conquest won, 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



272 KING RICHARD III. act iv.; 

And she shall be sole victress, Caesar's 

Caesar, 
g. Eliz. What were I best to say ? her 

father's brother [uncle ? 

Would be her lord? Or shall I say, her 
Or he that slew her brothers and her uncles ? 
Under what title shall I woo for thee, 
That God, the law, my honor, and her love. 
Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 
K,Rich, Infer fair England's peace by 

this alliance. 
Q^Eliz, Which she shall purchase with 

still-lasting war. 
K. Rich, Tell her, the king, that may com- 
mand, entreats, 
g. Eliz, That at her hands which the 

king's King forbids. 
K, Rich. Say, she shall be a high and 

mighty queen. [doth. 

Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother 
K. Rich, Say, I will love her everlastingly, 
g. Eliz. But how long shall that title, 

ever^ last 1 
K,Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair 

life's end. 
Q, Eliz. But how long fairly shall her 

sweet life last ? 
K. Rich. As long as Heaven, and nature, 

lengthens it. 
Q. Eliz. As long as hell, and Richard, 

likes of it. 
K. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her 

subject low. 
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Q. Eliz^ But she, your subject, loathes 

such sovereignty. 
AT. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Q, Eliz. An honest tale speeds best, being 

plainly told. 
K, Rich. Then, plainly to her tell my lov- 
ing tale. 
Q, Ehz, Plain, and not honest, is too 

harsh a style. 
AT. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and 

too quick. 
Q, Eliz, O, no, my reasons are too deep 

and dead ; — [graves. 

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their 

K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; 

that is past. 
g. Eliz, Harp on it still shall I, till heart- 
strings break. 
K, Rich. Now, by my George, my garter, 

and my crown, — 
Q. Eliz. Profaned, dishonor'd, and the 

third usurp'd. 
K. Rich. I swear — 

Q. Eliz. By nothing : for this is no oath. 
Thy George, profaned, hath lost his lordly 

honor ; [virtue ; 

Thy garter, blemished, pawn'd his knightly 
Thy crown, usurp'd, disgraced his kingly 

glory : [lieved, 

If something thou wouldst swear to be be- 
Swear then by something that thou hast not 

wrong'd. 
K. Rich. Then, by myself,— 
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Q. Eliz. Thyselt is self-misused. 

wrongs. 



K. Rich. Now, by the world, — 
Q. Eliz. 'Tis full of thy foul ' 



K, Rich. My father's death,— 

Q. Eliz. Thy life hath it dishonored. 

K. Rich. Why then, by Heaven, — 

Q. Eliz. Heaven's wrong is most of all. 
If thou didst fear to break an oath with Him, 
The unity the king my husband made 
Thou hadst not broken, nor my brothers died 
If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by Him, 
The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 
Had graced the tender temples of my child; 
And both the princes had been breathing here, 
Whicii now, two tender bedfellows for dust. 
Thy broken faith hath made the prey for 

worms. 
What canst thou swear by now ? 

K. Rich. The time to come. 

Q. Eliz. That thou hast wronged in the 
time o'er-past ; 
For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past, wrong'd by thee. 
The children live whose fathers thou hast 

slaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age ; 
The parents live whose children thou hast 

butcher'd. 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 
Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Misused ere used, by times ill-used o'er-past. 

K. Rich. As I intend to prosper, and repent, 
So thrive I in my dangerous afEairs 

Digitized b^«^OOgie 



sc. IV. KING RICHARD III. 275 

Of hostile arms ! — Myself myself confound ! 
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours I 
Day, yield me not thy light, nor, night, thy 

rest! 
Be opposite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding, if, with dear heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter 1 
In her consists my happiness, and thine ; 
Without her, follows to myself, and thee, 
Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul, 
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay : 
It cannot be avoided but by this ; 
It will not be avoided but by this. 
Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so,) 
Be the attorney of my love to her. 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been ; 
Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 
Urge the necessity and state of times. 
And be not peevish found in great designs. 

g. Eliz, Shall I be tempted of the devil 
thus? [good. 

K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do 

Q. Eliz. Shall I forget myself to be myself ? 

K. Rich. Ay, if yourself*s remembrance 
wrong yourself. 

Q. Eliz. Yet, thou didst kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I 
bury them : 
Where, in that nest of spicery, they will breed 
Selves of themselves to your recomforture. 

Q, Eliz, Shall I go win iny daughter to 
thy will ? 
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K. Rich, And be a happy mother by the 

deed. 
Q,. Eliz, I go. — Write to me very shortly, 
And you shall understand from me her mind. 
K, Rick, Bear her my true love's kiss, and 
so farewell. 

[Kissing her. Exit Queen Elizabeth. 

Relenting fool, and shallow changing woman I 

^«/^r Ratcliff ; Cat^sby following. 

How now ? what news ? 
Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the west* 
em coast 
Rideth a puissant navy ; to our shores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm'd, and unresolved to beat them back: 
*Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral ; 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore. 
K. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to 
the duke of Norfolk : — 
Ratcliff, thyself, — or Catesby ; where is he ? 
Cate. Here, my good lord. 
K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke. 

Cate. I will, my lord, with all convenient 

haste. 
K Rich. Ratcliff, come hither : post to 
Salisbury ; 
When thou com'st thither— £/<? Catesby.J 

Dull unmindful villain, 
Why stay'st thou here, and go'st not to the 
duke? 
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Cate, First, mighty liege, tell me your high- 
ness' pleasure, 
What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 

K, Rich, O, true, good Catesby : — ^bid him 
levy straight [make, 

The greatest strength and power that he can 
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

Gate. I go. {Exit, 

Rat. What, may it please 3rou, shall I do at 
Salisbury ? 

K. Rich. Why, what wouldst thou do there, 
before Igo ? 

Rat. Your highness told me I should post 
before. 

K. Rich, My mind is changed. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stanley, what news with you ? 
Stan. None good, my liege, to please you 
with the hearing ; 
Nor none so bad but well may be reported. 
K, Rich, Heyday, a riddle ! neither good 
nor bad ! 
What need'st thou run so many miles about, 
When thou mayest tell thy tale the nearest 

way? 
Once more, what news ? 
Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 
K, Rich. There let him sink, and be the 
seas on him ! 
White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there ? 
Stan, I know not, mighty sovereign, but 
by guess. 
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K, Rick. Well, as you guess ? 
Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham, 
and Morton, [crown. 

He makes for England, here to claim the 
K. Rich. Is the chair empty? Is the sword 
unswayed ? 
Is the king dead ? the empire unpossess'd ? 
What heir of York is there alive but we ? 
And who is England's king but great York's 

heir? 
Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas ? 
Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot 

guess. 
K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be 
your liege. 
You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman 

comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 
Stan. No, my good lord, therefore mis- 
trust me hot. 
K. Rich. Where is thy power then, to beat 
him back ? 
Where be thy tenants and thy followers ? 
Are they not now upon the western shore, 
Safe-c6nducting the rebels from their ships ? 
Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in 

the north. 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me : what do 
they in the north, [the west ? 

When they should serve their sovereign in 
Stan. They have not been commandc^d, 
mighty king : 
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, 
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ril muster up my friends, and meet your 

grace, [please. 

Where, and what time, your majesty shall 

K. Rich, Ay, thou wouldst be gone t© 

join with Richmond : 

But rU not trust thee. 

Stan, Most mighty sovereign, 

You have no cause to hold my friendship 

doubtful ; 
I never was, nor never will be, false. 
K. Rich, Go then, and muster men. But 
leave behind [firm, 

Your son, George Stanley ; look your heart be 
Or else his head's assurance is but frail. 
Stan, So deal with him as I prove true to 
you. {Exit, 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess, My gracious sovereign, now in Dev- 
onshire, 
As I by friends am well adv^rtis^d, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prel- 
ate. 
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 
With many more confederates, are in arms. 
Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Guilfords 

are in arms ; 
And every hour more competitors [strong. 
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows 

Enter another Messenger. 

3 Mess, My lord, the army of great Buck- 

ingham — 
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K, Rich, Out on ye, owls ! nothing but 

songs of death ? [^« strikes him. 

There, take thou that, till thou bring better 

news. 
3 Mess, *rhe news I have to tell your 

majesty 
Is, — that, by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is dispersed and scat« 

ter'd ; 
And he himself wander'd away alone. 
No man knows whither. 

K, Rich, I cry thee mercy. 

There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advised friend proclaimed 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

3 Mess, Such proclamation hath been 

made, my liege. 

Enter another Messenger. 

4 Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel, and lord mar- 

quis Dorset, 
'Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms. 
But this good comfort bring I to your high- 
ness, — 
The Bretagne navy is dispersed by tempest : 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks 
If they were his assistants, yea, or no ; 
Who answered him, they came from Bucking* 

ham 
Upon his party ; he, mistrusting them, 
Hoised sail, and made his course again for 
Bretagne. 
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K, Rich, March on, march on, smce we are 
up in arms ; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies. 
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 

'Enter Catksby. 
Cate, My liege, the duke of Buckingham is 
taken, [Richmond . 

That is the best news. That the earl of 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, 
Is colder news, but yet they must be told. 
K, Rich, Away towards Salisbury ! while 
we reason here 
A royal battle might be won and lost ; — 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury ; — the rest march on with me. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE V,^A Room in Lord Stanley*^ 
House, 

Enter Stanley and Sir Christopher Urswick. 
Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this 
from me : — 

That, in the sty of this most bloody boar, 

My son George Stanley is frankM up in hold ; 

If I revolt, off goes young George's head ; 

The fear of that holds off my present aid. 

So, get thee gone ; commend me to th v lord. 

Withal, say, that the queen hath heartily con- 
sented 

He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 

But, tell me, where is princely Richmond 
now? 
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Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-west, 

in Wales. 
Stan. What men of name resort to him ? 
Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned 
soldier ; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, sir William Stanley ; 
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, sir James 

Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ; 
And many other of great fame and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their 

power. 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 
Stan, Well, hie thee to thy lord ; I kiss his 
hand. 
My letter will resolve him of my mind. 
Farewell. \Extuni. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Salisbury. An open Place. 

Enter the Sheriff and Guard with Buckingham, Udt6 
execution, 

Buckingham. 

BILL not king Richard let me speak 
with him ? 
Sher, No, my good lord : therefore 
be patient. 

Buck. Hastings, and Edward's children, 
Grey, and Rivers, 
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Holy king Henrv, and thy fair son E^dward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injustice ! 
If that your moody discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present 

hour, 
Even for revenge mock my destruction ! 
This is All-Souls' day, fellow, is it not ? 
Sher, It is, my lord. 
Buck. Why, then All-Souls* day is my 

body's doomsday. 
This is the day which, in king Edward's time, 
I wish'd might fall on me, when I was found 
False to his children, and his wife's allies : 
This is the day wherein I wish'd to fall 
By the false faith of him whom most I trusted : 
This, this All-Souls' day, to my fearful soul, 
Is the determined respite of my wrongs. 
That high All-seer which I dallied with 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head, 
And given in earnest what I begg'd in jest. 
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters' 

bosoms : [neck, — 

Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my 
When he, quoth she, shall split thy heart 

with sorrow^ 
Remember Margaret was a prophetess. — 
Come, lead me, officers, to the block of 

shame ; 
Wrong hath but wrone, and blame the due of 

blame. (kxeuni Buckingham, <Sr*c, 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



KING RICHARD III. ACT V. 



SCENE U.^Plain nearT2mi9on\£. 

Enter with drum and colors, Richmond, Oxford, 
Sir James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, and 

others, with Forces, marching, 

Richm, Fellows in arms, and my most lov- 
ing friends, 
Bruised underneath the yoke of t3rranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement 
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 
That spoil'd your summer fields and fruitful 
vines, [his trough 

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes 
In your embowellM bosoms, — this foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 
Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither is but one day's 

march. 
In God*s name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 
Oxf. Every man's conscience is a thousand 
men, 
To fight against this guilty homicide. 

Herb, I doubt not but his friends will turn 

to us. 
Blunt, He hath no friends but what aU« 
friends for fear ; 
Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. 
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Richm, All for our vantage. Then, in 

God's name, march : [wings, 

True hope is swift, and flies with swallow's 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures 

kings. \Exeunt, 

SCENE III.— Bosworth Field. 

Enter King Richard and Forces ; the Duke 01 
Norfolk, Earl of Surrey, and others. 

K. Rich, Here pitch our .tent, even here in 
Bosworth field. 
My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 
Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my 

looks. 
K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk 1 
Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 

K, Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks: 

ha ! must we not ? 
Nor. We must both give and take, my lov- 
ing lord. 
K. Rich. Up with my tent : here will I he 
to-night. 

[Soldiers begin to set up the KingV tent. 

But where to-morrow ?— Well, all's one for 

that.— ^ , . . 

Who hath descried the number of the traitors ? 

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost 

power. 
K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that ac- 
count : 
Besides, the king's name is a tower ot 
strength, 
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Which they upon the adverse faction want 
Up ^ith the tent. — Come, noble gentlemen, 
Let us survey the vantage of the ground ; — 
Call for some men of sound direction : 
Let's lack no discipline, make no delay ; 
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. \ExjunU 

Enter ^ on the other side of the field, RiCHMONDi, Sir 
William Brandon, Oxford, and other Loktls. 
Some of the Soldiers //VrA Richmond^ /««/. 

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golo. 
en set, 
And, by the bright track of his fiery car. 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. 
Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my 

standard. 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent ; — 
I'll draw the form and model of our battle, 
Limit each leader to his several charge, 
And part in just proportion our small power. 
My lord of Oxford, you, sir William Bran- 
don, 
And you, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me : 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment : 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to 

him, 
And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent : [me ; 
Yet one thing more, good captain, do for 
Where is lord Stanley quartered, do you 
know? 
Blunt. Unless I have mistaken his colore 
much, 
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(Which well I am assured I have not done,) 
His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 

Richm, If without peril it be possible, 
Sweet Blunt, make some good means to 
sp«ak with him, [note. 

And give him from me this most needful 
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I'll under- 
take it ; 
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night ! 
Richm, Good night, good captain Blunt 
Come, gentlemen. 
Let us consult upon to-morrow*s business ; 
In to my tent, the dew is raw and cold. 

[ They withdraw into the teitt. 

Enter y to his teni^ King Richard, Norfolk, Rat- 
cliff, and Catesby. 

K. Rich. What is't o'clock? 

Cate. It's supper-time, my lord ; 

It's nine o'clock. 

K. Rich. I will not sup to-night. 

Give me some ink and paper. 
What, is my beaver easier than it was ? 
And all my armor laid into my tent ? 

Cate. It is, my liege ; and all things are in 
readiness. 

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy 
charge ; 
Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels. 



Nor. I go, my lord. 
K. Rich. Stir 



Stir with the lark to-morrow, 
gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you, my lord. {ExU. 
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K, Rich, Ratcliff ! 
RaL My lord? 

K, Rich, Send out a pursuivant-at-arms 
To Stanley's regiment: bid him' bring his 

power 
Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall 
Into the blind cave of eternal night — 
\To Catesby.] Fill me a bowl of wine. — Give 
me a watch ! — [row. — 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-mor- 
Look that my staves be sound, and not too 

heavy. — 
RatclifiE! 
Rat, My lord ! 
K, Rich, Saw'st thou the melancholy lord 

Northumberland ? 
Rat, Thomas the earl of Surrey, and him- 
self, [troop, 
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to 
Went through the army cheering up the 
soldiers. 
K, Rich, So, I am satisfied. Give me a 
bowl of wine : 
I have not that alacrity of spirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. 
Set it down. — Is ink and paper ready? 
Rat, It is, my lord. 

K, Rich, Bid my guard watch ; leave me. 
RatclifE, about the mid of night come to my 

tent, 
And help to arm me. — Leave me, I say. 

[King Richard retires into his tent. Exeunt 
Ratcliff and Catbsby. 
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Richmond'^ tent ofens, and discovers him and hts 
Officers, &c Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm ! 
Richm, All comfort that the dark night 

can afford 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 
Tell me how fares our noble mother ? 
Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy 

mother, 
Who prays continuallv for Richmond's good : 
So much for that. The silent hours steal on, 
And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 
In brief, for so the season bids us be, 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning ; 
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war. 
I, as I may, (that which I would I cannot,) 
With best advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms : 
But on thy side 1 may not be too forward, 
Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George, 
Be executed in his father's sight. 
Farewell : the leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love. 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse. 
Which so long sunder'd friends should dwell 

upon; 
God give us leisure for these rites of love ! 
Once more, adieu: — be valiant, and speed 

well ! 
Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his 

regiment ; [nap ; 

I'll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a 
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Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-mor- 
row, 
When I should mount with wings of victory: 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gen- 
tlemen. — 

\Exeunt Lords, 6*r., wUh Stanley, 
O Thou ! whose captain I account myself. 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
Put in their hands thy oruising irons of 

wrath, 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping hehnets of our adversaries ! 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement. 
That we may praise Thee in thy victory ! 
To Thee I ao commend my watchful soul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes ; 
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still! 

ISleeps, 
The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry the 
Sixth, rises between the two tettts. 

Ghost, [to King Richard.] Let me sit 
heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 
Think, how thou stabb'dst me in my prime 

of youth 
At Tewksbury : despair therefore, and die ! — 
[T'^ Richmond.] Be cheerful, Richmond; 

for the wronged souls 
Of butchered princes fight in thy behalf : 
King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts 
thee. 
The Ghost o/Yay^q Henry the Sixth rises^ 
Ghost, [to King Richard.] When I was 
mortal, my anointed body 
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By thee was punched full of deadly holes : 
Think on the Tower and me : despair, and 

die ; 
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair, and die \ — 
ITo Richmond.] Virtuous and holy, be thou 

conqueror ! [king, 

Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep : live, an<i 

flourish ! 

The Ghost ^Clarence rises. 

Ghost, [to King Richard.] Let me sit 
heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 
I, that was- washed to death with fulsome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betrayed to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and 
die ! — [of Lancaster, 

[To Richmond.] Thou offspring of the house 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee.; 
Good angels guard thy battle ! Live, and 
flourish ! 

The Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan rise, 

Riv. [to King Richard.] Let me sit heavy 

on thy soul to-morrow, [die ! 

Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! Despair, and 

Grey, [to King Richard.] Think upon 

Grey, and let thy soul despair ! 
Vaughan. [to King Richard.] Think 
upon Vaughan ; and, with guilty fear, 
Let fall thy lance ! Despair, and die ! 
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AIL [/^Richmond.] Awake! and think, 
our wrongs in Richard *s bosom 
Will conquer him ; — awake, and win the day I 

The Ghost <7/^ Hastings rises. 

Ghost, \to King Richard.] Bloody and 

guilty, guiltily awake, 
And in a bloody battle end thy days ! [die ! — 
Think on lord Hastings ; and despair, and 
\To Richmond.] Quiet untroubled soul, 

awake, awake ! [sake \ 

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's 

The Ghosts of the two young Princes rise. 

Ghosts, Dream on thy cousins smothered 

in the Tower. 
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and 

death ! [die !— 

Thy nephews* souls bid thee despair, and 

Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake 

in joy ; [noy ! 

Good angels guard thee from the boar's an- 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings ! 
Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

The Ghost ^ Queen Anne rises. 

Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched 
Anne thy wife. 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations ; 
To-morrow m the battle think on me, 
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And fall thy edgeless sword. Despair, and 
die ! — [a quiet sleep ; 

\To Richmond.] Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou 
Dream of success and happy victory ; 
Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee. 

T-he Ghost ^Buckingham rises. 

Ghost, \to King Richard.] The first was 

I that helped thee to the crown ; 
The last was I that felt thy tyranny : 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltiness ! 
Dream on, dream on,' of bloody deeds and 

death I [breath 1 

Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy 
\7o Richmond.] I died for hope, ere I could 

lend thee aid ; [may'd : 

But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dis- 
God and good angels fight on Richmond's 

side ; 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 
[ The Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts ot{t 
of his dream. 

K. Rich, Give me another horse, — ^bind up 

my wounds, — 
Have mercy, Jesu !— Soft ; I did but dream. 
O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict 

me ! [night. 

The lights burn blue. — It is now dead mid- 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembljng 

fiesh. 
What, do I fear myself } there's none else by : 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am L 
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Is there a murderer here ? No ; — yes ; I am : 
Then fly. — What, from myself ? Great reason 

why ? [self ? 

Lest I revenge. What ? Myself, upon my- 
Alack, I love myself. Wherefore ? for any 

good 
That I myself have done unto myself ? 
O, no : alas, I rather hate mvseli, 
For hateful deeds committed by myself. 
I am a villain : yet I lie, I am not. 
Fool, of thyself speak well :-— fool, do not 

flatter. [tongues. 

My conscience hath a thousand several 
And every tongue brings in a several tale, 
And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury, in the highest degree. 
Murder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree ; 
All several sins, all used in each degree. 
Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty 

guilty ! [me ; 

I shall despair. — There is no creature loves 
And if I die, no soul shall pity me : — [self 
Nay, wherefore should they ? since that I my- 
iFind in myself no pity to myself. [der'd 

Methought, the souls of all that I had mur- 
Came to my tent : and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of 

Richard. 

Enttr Ratcliff. 
nat. My lord ! 
K.RicL Who's there r 
Kat. Ratcliff, my lord ; 'tis I. The early 

Village cock 
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Hath twice done salutation to the morn ; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their an 
mor. 
K. Rich, O, RatclifiF, I have dreamed a 
fearful dream ! [true ? 

What thinkest thou, will our friends prove all 
RaL No doubt, my lord. 
K, Rich, RatclifF, I fear, I fear,— 

Rat, Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of 

shadows. 
K, Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to- 
night 
Have.struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 
Than can the substance of ten thousand sol- 
diers, [mond ! 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Rich- 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 
Under our tents Til play the eaves-dropper. 
To hear if any mean to shrink from me. 

\Exeunt King Richard and Ratclipf 

Richmond wakes. Enter Oxford and others. 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
Richm, 'Cry mercy, lords, and watchful 
gentlemen. 
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here. 
* Lords. How have you slept, my lord ? 
Richm, The sweetest sleep, and fairest- 
boding dreams, 
That ever enter'd in a drowsy head, 
Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
M ethought, their souls whose bodies Richard 
murdered. 
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Came to nay tent, and cried on yictory. 
I promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 
How far into the morning is it, lords ? 
Lords. Upon the stroke of four. 
RUhm. Why, then, 'tis time to arm, and 
give direction. — 

\fle advances to the Troops. 

More than I have said, loving countrymen, 
The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon : yet remember this,— 
God, and our good cause, fight upon our 

side ; 
The prayers of holy saints and wronged souls, 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our 

faces; 
Richard except, those whom we fight against 
Had rather have us win, than him they fol- 
low. 
For what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; [lish'd ; 
One raised in blood, and one in blood estab- 
One that made means to come by what he 
hath, [help him ; 

And slaughter'd those that were the means to 
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, where he is falsely set ; 
One that hath ever been God's enemy : 
Then, if you fight against God's enemy, 
God will, in justice, ward you as his soldier9 \ 
If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 
You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ; < 
If you do fight against your country's foe», 
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Your country*^ fat shall pay your pains thie 

hire ; 
If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 
Your wives shall welcome home the conquer- 
ors; 
If you do free your children from the sword, 
Your child^:en*s children quit it in your age. 
Then, in the name of God, and all these 
rights, [swords : 

Advance your standards, draw your willing 
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold 

face; 
But if. I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shall share his part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheer- 
fully; 
Pod and Saint George ! Richmond and vic- 
tory ! \Exeunt. 

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants, and 
Forces. 

K, Rich. What said Northumberland, as 
touching Richmond ? 

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms, 

K. Rich, He said the truth : and what said 
Surrey then ? 

Rat. He smiled, and said, The better fof 
our purpose. 

K. Rich. He was i* the right I and so, in- 
deed, it is . \Clock strikes. 
Tell the clock, there. — Give me a caleiidw.irp 
Who saw the sun to-day ? 
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Rat, Not I, my lord. 

K, Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for, 
by the book, 
He should have braved the east an hour ago : 
A black day will it be to somebody. — 
RatclifF,— 

Rat. My lord ? 

K. Rich, The sun will not be seen to-day ; 
The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 
I would these dewy tears were from the 

l^ound. 
Not shme to-day ! Why, what is that to me; 
More than to Richmond? for the self-same 

heaven 
That frowns on me looks sadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

Nor, Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in 
the field. 

K, Rich, Come, bustle, bustle : — caparison 
my horse ; 
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power : 
I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain 
And thus my battle shall be ordered. — 
My forward shall be drawn out all in length. 
Consisting equally of horse and foot ; 
Our archers shall be placM in the midst : 
John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Sur- 
rey, 
Shall have the leading of the foot and horse. 
They thus directed, we will follow [side 

In the main battle : whose puissance on either 
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



8C, IIL KING RICHARD III v^ 

This, and Saint George to boot!— What 
think'st thou, Norfolk? 
Nor, A good direction, warlike sovereign. — 
This found I on my tent this morning. 

\Giving a scroll. 

K. Rich, [reads.] 

Jockey of Norfolk, be not so bold, 

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold. 

A thing devised by the enemy. — 

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge : 

Let not our babbhng dreams affright our 

souls ; 
For conscience is a word that cowards use. 
Devised at first to keep the strong in awe ; 
Our strong arms be our conscience, swords 

our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell mell ; 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. — 
[To his army.] What shall I say more than 1 

have inferred ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; 
A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways, 
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peas- 
ants, 
Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assured destruc- 
tion. 
Vou sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest; 
You having lands, and bless'd with beauteous 
wives, [other. 

They would restrain the one, distarn the 
And who doth lead them but a paltry; fellow^ 
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Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost ? 
A milksop, one that never in his life 
Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow ? 
Let's whip these stragglers o'er the seas 

again; 
Lash hence these overweening rags of France, 
These famish 'd beggars, weary of their lives ; 
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 
For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd 

themselves. 
If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us, 
And not these bastard Bretagnes, whom our 

fathers [thump'd. 

Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and 
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 
Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our 

wives ? [drum. 

Ravish our daughters ? — Hark, I hear their 

\Prum afar ciff^ 

Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold 
yeomen ! [head ! 

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the 

Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in 
blood ; 

Amaze the welkin with your broken staves ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

What says lord Stanley ? will he bring his 

power? 
Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 
K. Rick, Off with his son George's head ! 
Nor. My lord, the enemy is pass'd the 

marsh ; 
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After the battle let George Stanley die. 
K, Rich. A thousand hearts are great with- 
in my bosom : 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint 

George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 
Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms. 

\ExeunU 

SCENE W,— Another Part of the Field. 

Aldrutf^ : excursions. Enter Norfolk and Forces ; 
to him Catesby. 

Gate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue,, 
rescue ! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Daring an opposite to every danger ; 
His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the d&y is lost ! 

Alarum. Enter King Richard. 
K.Rich. A horse! a horse I my kingdom 

for a horse ! ^^,, , , 

Cate. Withdraw, my lord, V\\ help you to 

a horse. , „, 

K. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a 
cast 
And T will 'stand the hazard of the die: 
I think there be six Richmonds in the field, 
Five have I slain to<lay, instead of him : — 
A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse I 

\Exeunt, 
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Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond ; 
they fight ; Richard is slain. 

Retreat and flourish. Then re-enter Richmond, 
Stanley bearing the crown, with divers other 
Lords, and Forces, 

Rickm. God, and your arms, be praised, 
victorious friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 
Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast 
thou acquit thee ! 
Lo, here, these long-usurped royalties, 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows with- 
al; 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it 
Richm. Great God of heaven, say, Amefiy 
to all !— [in^ ? 

But, tell me, is young George Stanley liv- 
Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leices- 
ter town ; 
Whither, if you please, we may withdraw us. 
Richm. What men of name are slain on 

either side ? 
Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord 
Ferrers, [Brandon. 

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and sir William 
Rtchm. Inter their bodies as becomes 
their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled 
That in submission will return to us ; 
And then, as we have ta^en the sacrament, 
We will unite the white rose and the red ; 
Smile Heaven upon this fair conjunction, 



Digitized by «^OOgie 



sc. IV. KING RICHARD III. 303 

That long hath frown'd upon their enmity ! 
What traitor hears me, and says not Amen f 
England hath long been mad, and scarr'd 

herself ; 
The brother blindly shed the brother's blood. 
The father rashly slaughter^ his own son, 
The son, compell'd, been butcher to the sire ; 
All this divided York and Lancaster, 
Divided, in their dire division, 
O, now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true succeeders of each royal house. 
By God's fair ordinance conjoin together ! 
And let their heirs (God, if Thy will be so !) 
Enrich the time to come with smooth-faced 

peace, [days ! 

With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 
That would reduce these bloody days again. 
And make poor England weep in streams of 

blood ! [crease, 

Let them not live to taste this land's in- 
That would with treason wound this fair 

land's peace ! [again ; 

Now civil wounds are stopped, peace lives 
That she may long live here, God say — 

Amen! [ExtufiU 
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Anthony Denny, and Sir Nicholas Vaux. 
Cromwell, Servant to Wolsey, afterwards Kin^s 

Secretary, 
Secretaries to Wolsey. 

Griffith, GentUman^sherto Queen Katharine. 
A Gentleman of the King'j ; a Gentleman ^/^ Qoeen'i; 
Thra Gentlemen. 

Doctor Btjrrs, Physician to /AeKing; 
Garter King-at-Arms. 
Surveyor to the Duke of Bucldng ham. 
Brandon, and a Sergeant-at-.to:is. 
Door-keeper of the Council Chamber. 
Page to Gardiner ; a Porter, and his Msm ; a Crier. 

Queen Katharine, wife to King Henry, afterwarets 

divorced. 
Anne Bullen, her Maid of Honor ^ afterwards Queen. 
An old "LaA^y friend to Anne Bullen. 
Patience, woman to Queen Katharine. 

Several Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shows; 
Women attending upon the Queen ; Spirits, which 
apfear to her; Scribes^ (^ficerSf Guards, and 
oiner Attendants, 

SCENE, -^Chiefly in London and Westminstxil ; 
once at Kimbolton. 
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INTRODUCTION TO 
KING HENRY VIII. 

HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

The date of the original production of this 
drama has been a subject ot much discussion. 
The opinions in favor of its having been pro- 
duced in the reign of Elizabeth are far more 
numerous than those which hold it to be a later 
production. But the accomplished Sir Henry 
Wotton, writing to his nephew on the 6th of 
July, 1613, gives a minute and graphic account of 
the fire at the Globe in that year :-— " Now to let 
matters of state sleep, I will entertain you at the 
present with what happened this week at the 
feankside. The king's players had a new play, 
called All is True, representing some principal 
pieces of the rci0n of Henry tM Eighth, which 
was set forth with many extraordinary circum- 
stances of pomp and majesty, even to the mat- 
ting of the stage ; the knights of the order, with 
their Georges and Garter, the guards with their 
embroidered coats and the like ; sufficient, in 
truth, within a while, to make greatness very 
familiar, if not ridiculous. Now King Henry, 
making a mask at the Cardinal Wolsey's house, 
and certain cannons being shot off at his entry, 
some of the paper, or other stuff wherewith one 
of them was stopped, did light on the thatch, 
where, being thought at first out an idle smoke, 

i 
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ii INTRODUCTION. 

and their eyes being more attentive to the show, 
it kindled inwardly, and ran round like a train, 
consuming, within less than an hour, the whole 
house to the very ground. This was the fatal 
period of that virtuous fabric, wherein yet noth- 
ing did perish but wood and straw, and a few 
forsaken cloaks j only one man had his breeches 
set on fire, that would perhaps have broiled him, 
if he had not, by the benefit of a provident wit, 
put it out with bottle ale." Here, then, is a new 
flay described, " representing some principal 
pieces of the reign of Henry VII I. ; " and further, 
the passage of Shaksperes play in which the 
" chambers ** are discharged, being the " entry * 
of the king to the " mask at the cardinal's house,* 
is the same to the letter. But the title which 
Sir Henry Wotton gives the new play is **All 
is True" Other persons call the play so repre- 
sented " Henry VlII.'* Howes, in his continua- 
tion of Stow's Chronicle, so calls it He writes 
some time after the destruction of the Globe, 
for he adds to his account of the fire, " and the 
next spring it was new builded in far fairer man- 
ner than before." He speaks of the title of the 
lay as a familiar thing: — ^**the house being 
lied with people* to behold the play, viz. <S 
Henry the Eighth." When Howes wrote, was 
the title '*Allis True" merged in the more ob- 
vious title derived from the subject of the play, 
and following the character of the titles of 
Shakspere's other historical plays ? 

The commentators also hold that the Pro- 
logue was written by Ben Jonson, to allow him 
an occasion of sneering at Shakspere's fools and 
battle-scenes. But we hold that the Ptologue 
is a complete exposition of the idea of this 
drama. The Prologue is fastened upon Jonson, 
upon the theory that he Avrote it after Shaks- 
pere's retirement from the stage, when the old 
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play was revived in his absence. We believe 
in the one piece of external evidence,— that a 
" Henry VI 1 1." was produced in 1613, when the 
Globe was burned ; that it was a new Uay ; 
that it was then called " All is True ; "—and tHat 
this title agrees with the idea upon which Shak- 
spere wrote the " Henry VHI." Those who be- 
lieve that it was written in the time of Elizabeth 
have to reject this one piece of external evi- 
dence. We further believe, from the internal 
evidence, that the play, as it stands, was written 
in the time of James I., and that we have re- 
ceived it in its original form. Those who as- 
sert the contrary have to resort to the hypothesis 
of interpolation ; and, further, have to explain 
how many things which are, to a plain under- 
standing, inconsistent with their theory, may be 
interpreted, by great ingenuity, to be consistent 
We believe that Shakspere, amongst his latest 
dramas, constructed an Historical drama to com- 
plete his great series, — one that was agreeable 
to the tone of his mind after his fiftieth year : — 

" Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe." 

Those who take the opposite view hold that the 
chief object of the poet was to produce some- 
thing which might be acceptable to Queen 
Elizabeth. Our belief is the obvious one ; the 
contrary belief may be the more ingenious. 

Shakspere has in this play closed his great 
series of " Chronicle Histories." This last of 
them was to be "sad, high, and working." It 
has laid bare the hollowness of worldly glory ; 
it has shown the heavy " load " of " too much 
honor." It has given us a picture of the times 
which succeeded the feudal strifes of the other 
** Histories." Were they better times ? To the 
mind of the poet the age of corruption was as 
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** sad " as the age of force. The one tyrant rides 
over the obligations of justice, wielding a power 
more terrible than that of the sword. The poet's 
consolation is to be found in the prophetic views 
erf the future. 

We haye a few words to add on the style of 
this drama. It is remarkable for the elliptical 
construction of many of the sentences, and for 
an occasional peculiarity in the versification, 
which is not found in any other of Shakspere's 
works. 

A theory has been set up that Jonson " tam- 
pered " with the versification. We hold this no- 
tion to be utterly untenable ; for there is no play 
of Shakspere's which has a more decided char- 
acter of unity, no one from which any passage 
could be less easily struck out We believe that 
Shakspere worked in this particular upon a 
principle of art which he had proposed to him- 
self to adhere to, wherever tne nature of the 
scene would allow. The elliptical construction, 
and the license of versification, brought the dia- 
logue, whenever the speaker was not necessar- 
ily rhetorical, closer to the language of com- 
mon life. Of all his historical plays, the " Henry 
VI 11." is the nearest in its story to his own times. 
It professed to be a "truth." It belongs to his 
own country. It has no poetical indistinctness 
about it, either of time or place : all is defined. 
If the diction and the versification had been 
more artificial, it would have been less a reality. 
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King Henry the 
Eighth. 




PROLOGUE. 

COME no more to make ytnk 

laugh ; things now, [brow, 

That Dear a weighty and a serions 

Sad, high, and working, full of 

state and woe. 
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow. 
We now present. Those that can pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear ; 
The subject will deserve it. Such as give . 
Their money out of hope they may believe. 
May here nnd truth too. Those that come 

to see 
Only a show or two, and so agree 
The play may pass, if they be still and willing, 
ril undertake may see away their shilling 
Richly in two short hours. Only they 
That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 
A noise of targets ; or to see a fellow 
In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow, 
Will be deceived ; for, gentle hearers, knoWy 
To rank our chosen truwi with such a show 
As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



308 KING HENRY VIII. act i 

Our own brains, and the opinion that we 

bring, 
(To make that only true we now intend,) 
Will leave us never an understanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodness' sake, and, as you 

are knoi/ifn 
The first and happiest hearers of the town. 
Be sad, as we would make you : think ye see 
The very persons of our noble story. 
As they were living; think you see them 

great, [sweat 

And follow'd with the general throng and 
Of thousand friends ; then, in a moment, see 
How soon this mightiness meets misery ! 
And if you can be merry then, I'll say 
A man may weep upon his wedding-day. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I.— London. An Antechamber in 
the Palace, 

Enter the DuKB OP Norfolk, at one door; at tks 
other, the Dukb op Buckingham, and the LOKD 
Abbrgavbnny. 

Btickingham. 
pOOD morrow, and well met. How 
have ye done 
Since last we saw in France ? 
Nor. I thank your grace : 

Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what I saw there. 
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Buck, An untimely ague 

Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those sons of glory, those two lights of men 
Met in the vale of Andren. 

Nor, 'Twixt Guynes and Arde : 

I was then present, saw them salute on horse- 
back ; [clung 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they 
In their embracement, as they grew together ; 
Which had they, what four throned ones 

could have weighed 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck, All the whole time 

I was my chamber's prisoner. 

Nor, Then you lost 

The view of earthly glory : men might say. 
Till this time pomp was single, but now mar- 
ried 
To one above itself. Each following day 
Became the next day's master, till the last 
Made former wonders its. Today, the French, 
All clinauant, all in gold, like heathen gods, 
Shone aown .the English ; and, to-morrow, 

they 
Made Britain, India : every man that stood 
Show'd like a mine. Their dwarfish pages 

were 
As cherubins, all gilt : the madams too. 
Not used to toil, did almost sweat to bear 
The pride upon them, that their very labor 
Was to them as a painting : now this mask 
Was cried incomparable; and the ensuing 
night 
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Made it a fool and beggar. The two kings^ 
Equal m lustre, were now best, now worst. 
As presence did present them ; him in eye 
Still him in praise : and, being present both, 
'Twas said they saw but one : and no dis- 

cemer 
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these 

suns 
(Fpr so they phrase them) by their heralds 

challenged 
The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compass ; that former fab- 
ulous story, 
Being now seen possible enough, got credit. 
That Bevis was believed. 

Buck. O, you go far. 

Nor. As I belong to worship, and affect 
In honor honesty, the tract of everything 
Would by a good discourser lose some life. 
Which action's self was tongue to. 

Buck. All was royal ; 

To the disposing of it nought rebelled. 
Order gave each thing view ; the oflSce did 
Distinctly his full function. Who did guide ? 
I mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together ? 

Nor^ As you guess : 

One, certes, that promises no element 
In such a business. 

Buck. I pray you, who, my lord ? 

Nof. All this was ordered by the good dis- 
cretion 
Of the right reverend cardinal of York. 
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Buck. The devil speed htm ! no man's pie 

is freed 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities ? I wonder 
That such a keech can with his very bulk 
Take up the rays o* the beneficial sun. 
And keep it from the earth. 

Nor, Surely, sir, 

There's in him stuff that puts him to these 

ends: [grace 

For, being not propped by ancestry, whose 
Chaiks successors their way ; nor calPd upon 
For high feats done to the crown; neither 

Slied 
To eminent assistants ; but, spider-like, 
Out of his self-drawing web, — O ! give us 

note — 
The force of his own merit makes his way, 
A gift that Heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. 

Aber. I cannot tell 

What Heaven hath given him, let some 

graver eye 
Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride , 
Peep through each part of him : whencehas 

he that ? 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard, 
Or has given all before, and he begins 
A new hell in himself. 

Buck. Why the devil. 

Upon this French going-out, took he upon 

him, 
Without the privity o* the kingr, to appoint 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



3it KING HENRY VIIL act i 

Who should attend on him ? He makes up 

the file 
Of all the gentry ; for the most part such 
To whom as great a charge as little honor 
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter 
(The honorable board of council out) 
Must fetch him in the papers. 

Aber. I do know 

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
By this so sicken'd their estate^, that never 
They shall abound as formerly. 

Buck, O, many 

Have broke their backs with laying manors 

on them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity, 
But minister communication of. 
A most poor issue 1 

Nor, Grievingly I think. 

The peace between the French and us not 

values 
The cost that did conclude it. 

Buck, Every man, 

After the hideous storm that followed, was 
A thing inspired ; and, not consulting, broke 
Info a general prophecy, — That this tempest^ 
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudden breach on't. 

Nor, Which is budded out ; 

For France hath flawed the league, and hath 

attached 
Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber, It is therefor* 

The ambassador is silenced ? 
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Nor. Marry, is*t. 

Aber, A proper title of a peace ; and pur- 
chased 
At a superfluous rate ! 

Buck, Why, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal carried. 

Nor, 'Like it joiir grace. 

The state takes notice of the private differ* 

ence 
Betwixt you and the cardinaL I advise you, 
(And take it from a heart that wishes towards 

you 
Honor and plenteous safety,) that you read 
The cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together : to consider further, that 
What his high hatred would effect wants not 
A minister in his power : you know his na- 
ture, * 
That he's reveneeful ; and I know his sword 
Hath a sharp edge : it's long, and 't may be 

said, 
,It reaches far ; and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel, 
You'll find it wholesome. Lo, where comes 

that rock 
That I advise your shunning. 
Enter Cardinal Wolsey {the purse borne befor$ 
him\ certain of the Guard, and two Secretaries 
with papers. The Cardinal in his passage fixeth 
his eye. on Buckingham, aik/ Buckingham on 
hintf both full of disdain^ 

Wol. The duke of Buckingham's surveyor? 
Where's his examination ? 
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I Seer. Here, so please you. 

JVoL Is he in person ready ? 
I Seer, Ay, please your grace. 

IVoL Well, we shall then know more ; and 
Buckingham 
Shall lessen this big look. 

{Exeunt WOLSET and Train. 

Buek. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth 'd, 

and I [fore, best 

Have not the power to muzzle him ; there- 

Noi wake him m his slumber. A beggar's 

book 
Out-worths a noble's blood. 

Nor, What, are you chafed ? 

Ask God for temperance ; that's the appli- 
ance only 
Which your disease requires, 

Buek, I read in his looks 

Matter a^inst me ; and his eye reviled 
Me, as his abject object ; at this instant 
He bores me with some trick : he's gone to 

the kine ; 
I'll follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor, Stay, my lord, 

And let your reason with your choler ques- 
tion 
What 'tis you go about : to climb steep hills 
Requires slow pace at first : anger is like 
A full-hot horse ; who being allow'd his way. 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England 
Can advise me like you : be to yourself 
As you would to your friend. 

£uek. 1*11 to the king ; 
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And from a mouth of honor quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow's insolence ; or proclaim 
There's difference ia no persons. 
. Nor. Be advised. 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yoursdf : we may outrun, 
By violent swiftness, that which we run at. 
And lose bv over-running. Know you not 
The fire that mounts the liquor till it run o'er, 
In seeming to augment it, wastes it ? Be ad* 

vis^: 
I say again, there is no English soul 
^iore stronger to direct you than yourself 
If with the sap of reason you would quench, 
Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck, Sir, 

I am thankful to you ; and I'll go along 
By your prescription : but this top-proud fel- 
low, 
(Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From sincere motions,) by intelligence, 
And proofe, as clear as founts in July, when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

Nor, Say not treasonous. 

Buck, To the king Pll say*t \ and make my 
vouch as strong 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both (for he is equal ravenous 
As he is subtle ; and as prone to mischief 
As able to perform it : his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally), 
Only to show his pomp as well m France 
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As here at home, suggests the king oar ous- 
ter 
To this last costly treaty, the interview 
That swallow'd so much treasure, and like a 

glass 
Did break i* the rinsing. 
Nor, 'Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favor, sir. This cun- 
ning cardinal 
The articles o' the combination drew 
As himself pleased ; and they were ratified, 
As he cried, Thus let be : to as much end. 
As give a crutch to the dead : but our count- 
cardinal 
Has done this, and *tis well; for worthy 

Wolsey, 
Who cannot err, he did it Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppv 
To the old dam, treason,) — Charles tne em- 
peror. 
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt, 
(For, 'twas, indeed, his color ; but he came 
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitation : 
His fears were, that the interview betwixt 
England and France might, through their 
amity, [league 

Breed him some prejudice ; for from this 
Peep'd harms that menaced him ; he privily 
Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow, — 
Which I do well ; for I am sure the emperor 
Paid ere he promised ; whereby his suit was 
granted [made. 

Ere it was ask'd;— but when the way was 
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And paved with gold, the emperor thus de- 
sired, [course^ 
That he would please to alter the king's 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the kin^ 
know, [dinal 
(As soon he shall by me,) that thus the car- 
Does buy and sell his honor as he pleases, 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor, I am sorry 

To hear this of him ; and could wish he were 
Something mistaken in't. 

Buck, No, not a syllable ; 

I do pronounce him in that very shape 
He shall appear in proof. 

£»/^ Brandon ; a Sergeant-at-Anns before him^ and 
two or three of the Guard. 

Bran, Your office, sergeant; execute it. 

Serg. Sir, 

My lord the duke of Buckingham, and earl 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Of our most sovereign king. 

Buck, Lo you, my lorcl^ 

The net has fallen upon me ; I shall perish 
Under device and practice. 

Bran, I am sorry 

To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The business present: 'tis his highness 

pleasure. 
You shall to the Tower. 

Buck, It will help me nothing 
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SCENE Ih^The Councii-Chamber. 

Comets. Enter Kino Hbhry, Cardinal Wolsst, 
the Lords oft/u Council, Sir Thomas Lovell, 
Officers, am/ Attendants. The KwG enters lean* 
ingonthe Cardinal^ shoulder. 

K, Hen. My life itself, and the best heart 
of it, [the level 

Thanks you for this great care : I stood i* 
Of a full-charged confederacy, and give 
thanks [us 

To you that choked it. — Let be called before 
That gentleman of Buckingham's : in person 
I'll hear him his confessions justify ; [ter 
And point by point the treasons of his mas- 
He shall again relate. 

The King takes his state. The Lords of the Council 
take their several places. The QKKDmM. places 
himself under the King's feet, on his right side. 

A noise within, crying, Room for the Queen I Enter 
the Queen, ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk 
and Suffolk : she kneels The King riseth 
from his state, takes her up, kisses, and placeth 
her by him. 

Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel: I 

am a suitor. 
K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us :— 
half your suit 
Never name to us ; you have half our power; 
The other moiety, ere you ask, is given ; 
Repeat your will, and take it 
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Wherein ? and what taxation ?— My lord car- 
dinal, 

You that are blamed for it alike with us, 

Know you of this taxation? 

WoL Please you, sir, 

I know but of a single part, in aught [file 

Pertains to the state ; and front but in that 

Where others tell steps with me. 

2. J<^ath. No, my lord, 

You know no more than others : but you 
frame [wholesome 

Things, that are known alike, which are not 

To those which would not know them, and 
yet must 

Perforce be their acquaintance. These exac- 
tions 

Whereof my sovereign would have note, they 
are [them 

Most pestilent to the hearing; and to bear 

The back is sacrifice to the load. They say 

They are devised by you ; or else you' suffer 

Too hard an exclamation. 
K, Hen, Still exaction ! 

The nature of it ? In what kind, let*s know, 

Is this exaction ? 
Q. Kath. I am much too venturous 

In tempting of your patience ; but am bold- 
en'd [grief 

Under your promised pardon. The subjects* 

Comes through commissions, which compel 
from each 

The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 

Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
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Is named, your wars in France : this makes 

bold mouths : [freeze 

Tongues spit their duties out ; and cold hearts 
Allegiance in them ; their curses now 
live where their prayers did ; and it's come 

to pass, 
This tractable obedience is a slave [ness 
To each incensed will. I would your high* 
/ Would give it ^uick consideration, for 

(jnooMJ There is no primer baseness. 

K. Hen. By my life 

This is against our pleasure. 

WoL And for me, 

I have no further gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not pass'd me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. If I 

am [know 

Traduced by ignorant tongues, which neither 
My faculties, nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing,— let me say 
'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not 

stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious censurers ; which ever. 
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new trimm'd ; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 
.By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allowed ; what worst, as oft^ 
Hitting a grosser <mality, is cried up 
For our best act. If we shall stand still, [at 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd 
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We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State-statues only. 

K^ Hen. Things done well, 

And with a care, exempt themselves from 

fear; 
Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission ? I believe not any. 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of 

each? 
A trembling contribution ! Why, we take 
From every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the 

timber ; [hack'd 

And, though we leave it with a root, thus 
The air wiU drink the sap. To every county. 
Where this is questioned, send our letters, 

with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
The force of this commission : pray, look to't; 
I put it to your care. 

Wol, \to the Secretary.] A word with you. 
Let there be letters writ to exery shire, 
Of the king's grace and pardon. The grieved 

commons 
Hardly conceive of me ; let it be noised. 
That through our intercession this revoke- 

ment 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. \Bxii Secretarjb 
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Enter Surveyor. 
Q. Kath. I am sorry that the duke o£ 

Buckingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 

K, Hen, It grieves many : 

The gentleman is learned, and a most rare 

speaker, [such 

To nature none more bound; his training 
That he may furnish and instruct e^reat 

teachers, L^^^* 

And never seek for aid out of himself Yet 
When these so noble benefits shall prove 
Not well disposed, the mind growing once 

corrupt, [ugly 

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more 
Than ever they were fair This man so com^ 

plete, [we, 

Who was enrolled 'mongst wonders, and when 
Almost with ravished listening, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady, 
Hath into monstrous habits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmeared in hell. Sit by us ; you shall 

hear 
(This was his gentleman in trust) of him 
Things to strike honor sad. — Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices ; whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 
Wol. Stand forth ; and with bold spirit re» 

late what you, 
Most like a careful" subject, have collected s* 
Out of the duke of Buckingham. 
K, Hen, Speak freely. 
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Sufv. First, it was usual with him, ever) 
day 
It would infect his speech, That if the king 
Should without issue die, he'd carry it so 
To make the sceptre his : these very words 
I have heard him utter to his son-in-law, 
Lord Aberga'ny ; to whom by oath he men- 
aced 
Revenge upon the cardinal. 

Wol. Please your highness, note 

This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

Q, Kath My learned lord cardinal, 

Deliver all with charity. 

K. Hen. Speak on : 

How grounded he his title to the crown. 
Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou beard 

him 
At any time speak aught ? 

Surv, He was brought to this 

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Henton. 

K. Hen. What was that Henton ? 

Surv. Sir. a Chartreux friar, 

His confessor ; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

K. Hen, How know'st thou this ? 

Surv, Not long before your highness sped 
to France, (ish 

The duke, being at the Rose, within the par- 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the speech among the Londoners 
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To ruminate on this so far, until [lieved, 
It forged him some design, which, bemg be- 
lt was much like to do : he answer'd, Tush / 
// can do me no damage : addine further, 
That had the king in his last sickness faiPd, 
The cardinal's and sir Thomas Lovell's heads 
Should have gone off. 

K, Hen. Ha ! what, so rank ? Ah, ha ) 
There's mischief in this man : canst thou say 
further? 

Surv, I can, my liege. 

K. Hen, . Proceed. 

Surv. • Being at Greenwich 

After your hiehness had reproved the duke 
About' sir William Blomer, — 

K. Hen, I remember of such a time — ^bein^ 

my sworn servant, [hence r 

The duke retain'd him his. But on ; what 

Surv. If, quoth he, / for this had been 
committed. 
As, to the Tower, I thought, — / nvould have 

pla/d 
The part my father meant to act upon 
The usurper Richard; who, being at Salts* 
bury, [panted, 

Made suit to come in his presence; which, if 
As he made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put his knife into him, 

K. Hen, A eiant traitor ! 

Wol, Now, madana, may his highness live 
in freedom, 
And this man out of prison ? 

Q^Kath. God mend aUi 
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K, Hen, There's something more would 
out of thee ? what say 'st ? 

Surv, After — the duke his father, — with 

the knifey — [dagger, 

He stretch'd him, and, with one hand on his 

Another spread on his breast, mounting his 

eyes. 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor 
Was, — were he evil used, he would outgo 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. 

K. Hen, There's his period, 

To sheathe his knife in us. He is attach 'd ; 
Call him to present trial: if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his ; if none. 
Let him not seek't of us ; by day and night. 
He's traitor to the height. [Exeunt, 

* SCENE III.— ^ I^oom in the Palace, 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Sands. 

Cham, Is't possible the spells of France 
should juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries ? 

Sands, New customs, 

Though they be never so ridiculous, 
Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are followed. 
Cham. As far as I see, all the good our 
Endish 
Have got by the late voyage is but merely 
A fit or two o' the face ; but they are shrewd 
ones ; [directly 

For when they hold them, you would swear 
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Their very noses had been counsellors 

To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep state so. 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame 
ones ; one would take it, 
That never saw them pace before, the spavin 
Or springhalt reign'd among them. 

Cnam. Death! my lord, 

Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too, 
That, sure, they have worn out Christendom. 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

How now ? 
What news, sir Thomas Lovell ? 

Lov. 'Faith, my lord, 

I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clapp'd upon the court-gate. 

Cham, What is't for? 

Lov, The reformation of our travelPd gal- 
lants, [tailors. 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and 
Cham, I am glad 'tis there ; now I would 
pray our monsieurs 
To think an Endish courtier may be wise, 
And never see the Louvre. 

Lov. They must either 

(For so run the conditions) leave those rem- 
nants 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honorable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, (as fights, and fire* 

works; 
Abusing better men than they can be. 
Out of a foreign wisdom,) renouncing clean 
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The faith they have in tennis and tall stock- 
ings, [travel, 

Short blister'd breeches, and those types of 

And understand again like honest men ; 

Or pack to their old playfellows: there, I 
take it, 

They may, cum Mvilegio^ wear away fat 

The lae end of their lewdness, and be laueh'd 
Sanas. 'Tis time to give them physic, Uieir 
diseases 

Are grown so catching. 
Cham, what a loss our ladies 

Will have of these trim vanities ! 

. Lov, Ay, marry. 

There will be woe, indeed, lords ; the sly 
whoresons 

Have ffot a speeding trick to lay down 
&dies ; 

A French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 
Sands. The devil fiddle them I I am glad 
they are going ; [now, 

(For, sure, there's no converting of them ;) 

An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 

A long time out of play, may bring his plaia 
song, 

And have an hour of hearing ; and, b3r'r lady. 

Held current music too. 

Cham. Well said, lord Sands ; 

Vour colt's tooth is not cast yet. 
Sands. No, my lord | 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 
Cham. Sir Thomaa^ 

Whither were you a-going ? 
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Lav, To the cardinaPs; 

Your lordship is a guest too. 

Cham, O, *tis true : 

This night he makes a supper, and a great 

one, 
To many lords and ladies ; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, Til assure you. 
Lav. That churchman bears a bounteous 
mind indeed, 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us ; 
His dews fall everywhere. 

Cham. No doubt he's noble : 

He had a black mouth that said other ot 
him. 
Sands, He may, my lord ; he has where- 
withal ; in him, [trine : 
Sparine would show a worse sin than ill doc- 
Men of his way should be most liberal. 
They are set here for examples. 

Cham. True, they are so ; 

But few now give so great ones. My barge 
stavs ; [Thomas, 

Your lorclship shall along. — Come, eood sir 
We shall be late else ; which I would not be, 
For I was spoke to, with sir Henry Guild- 
ford, 
This night to be comptrollers. 
SoHoi. I am your lordship's. 
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SCENE IV. — The Presence-Chamber in 
York-Place. 

Hautboys. A small table under a state for the Car. 
DINAL, a longer table for the guests. Enter at one 
door^ Anne Bullen, and divers Lords, Ladies, 
and Gentlewomen, as guests ; at another door^ en- 
ter Sir Henry Guildford. 

Guild, Ladies, a general welcome from his 

grace 
Salutes ye all : this night he dedicates 
To fair content, and you: none here, he 

hopes. 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad: he would have all as 

merry [come. 

As first-good company, good wine, good wel- 
Can make good people. 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir 
Thomas Lovell. 

O, my lord, you're tardy ; 
The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp'd wings to me. 

Cham, You are young, sir Harry Guild- 
ford. 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the car- 
dinal [these 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of 
Should find a running banquet ere they 
rested, [life, 
I think would better please them: by my 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 
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Lov. O, that your lordship were but now 
confessor 
To one or two of these ! 

Sands. I would I were ; 

They should find easy penance. 
L<fV. Taith, how easy? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would af- 
ford it 
Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit ? 
Sir Harry, [this : 

Place you th^t side, Til take the charge of 
His grace is entering — Nay, you must not 

freeze : 
Two women placed together makes coid 

weather : — 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep them 

waking; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. By my faith» 

And thank your, lordship. — By your leave, 
sweet ladies : 

\^Seats himself between Anns Bullen and 
another lady. 

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me ; 
I had it from my father. 

Anne. Was he mad, sir ? 

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, ia 
love too : 
But he would bite none ; just as I do now, 
He would kiss you twenty with a breath. 

[Kisses hir. 

Cham. Well said, my lord.-* 

So, oow you are fairly seated.— Gentlemen, 
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The penance lies on you, il these fair ladies 
Pass away frowning. 

Sands. For my little cure, 

Let me alone. 

Hautboys, Bnier ZKKOiHKi.'^oua.H^ attended; 
and takes his state. 

WoL You are welcome, my fair guests** 
that noble lady, 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is not my friend : this, to confirm my wel- 
come ; 
And to you all, good health. [Drinks. 

Sands, Your grace is noble : — 

Let me have such a bowl, may hold my 

thanks, 
And save me so much talking. 

IVol. My lord Sands, 

I am beholden to you: cheer your neigh- 
bors. 
Ladies, you are not merry. — Gentlemen, 
Whose tault is this ? 

Sands, The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we shaU 

have them 
Talk us to silence. 

Anne. You are a merry gamester. 

My lord Saftds. 

Sands, Yes, if I make my play. 

Here's to your ladyship: and pledge l^ 

madam. 
Per 'tis to such a thing, — 
, Anne. You cannot show me. 
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Sands, I told your grace they would talk 
anon. 

[Drum and trumps within, Cha9nb$rs dis- 
charged. 

WoL What's that? 

Cham. Look out there, some of ye. 

[Exit aStrsiAi. 

' WoL What warlike voice ? 

And to what end is this? — Nay, ladies, fear 

not; 
By all the laws of war ye are privileged. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Cham. How now ? what isH ? 
Setv. A noble troop of strangers ; 

For so they seem ; they have left their barge, 

and landed ; 
And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 

WoL . Good lord chamberlain. 

Go, give them welcome, you can speak the 

French tongue; 
And, pray, receive them nobly:, and conduct 

them 

Into our presence, where this heaven of 

beauty [him. 

Shall shine at full upon them. Some attend 

\Exit Z}\KVLKt.iciJA\i^ attended, AUrise^and 

tables removed. 

You have now a broken banquet; but we'll 

mend it. 
A good digestion to you all ; and, once more, 
I shower a welcome on you ;— welcocae aU. 
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l^KMiboys Enter tJte King/ aud Itwehfe otiwrs, as 

maskers J habited like shepherds^ with sixteen torch* 

,, Iwirers f r^shered .^ the Lord Chambbrlain. 

They pass directlyl>ef ore the CARpiSAL, and graee 

-. ^ fully saltdebitn. 

A noble company I what are their pleasures > 
Cham% Because they speak no English, 
thus they pray'd [fame 

To tell your grace ;— that, having heard by 
Of this so noble and so £air assembly 
This n^ht to meet here, they could do no less^ 
Out of the great respect they bear to beauty. 
But leave their flocks ; and, under your fair 

conduct, 
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with them. 

Wol. Say, lord chamberlain. 

They have done my poor, hoiise grace ; for 
which I pay them [pleasures. 

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their 
[Ladies chosen for the dance. The King 
chooses AfiitK Bullbn. 
A'. Hen. The fairest hand I ever touch'd ! 
O, beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. [Afusic, Dance. 
Wol. My lord. 

Cham. Your grace ? 

Wol. Pray, teU them tnus much from me : ^ 
There should be one amongst them, by his 

person, 
More worthy this place than myself ; to whom. 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. 
Cham. I will, my lord. 
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[Chamberlain £^oes to the company^ and 
returns, 

WoL What say they ? 
Cham, Such a one^ they all confess. 

There is, indeed ; which they would h^ve 
your grace , ;. 

Find out, and he will take it. 

WoL Let me sec then. — 

[Canusfram his sta/9. 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen ; — here 

I'll make 
My royal choice. 
JC, Hen, You have foupd him, cardinal : 

[ Unmasking, 

Vou hold a fair assembly ; you do well, lord,: 
You are a churchman, or I'll tell you, cardt« 

nal, 
I should judge now unhappily 

IVoL I am glad 

Your grace is grown so pleasant. 

/T. Tien, My lord chamberlain, 

PrMhee, come hither : what fair lady's that ? 
Cham, An't please your grace, sir Thomas 
Bullen's daughter, [ness' women. 
The viscount Rochford,— one of her high- 
K. Hen. By heaven, she is a dainty one. — 
Sweetheart, 
I were unmannerly to take you out, 
And not to kiss you. — A health, gentlemen. 
Let it go round. 

Wof, Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet 
ready 
V the privy chamber ? 
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Lov. Yes, my lord. 

WoL Your grace, 

1 fear, with dancing is a little heated. 
K,Hen. I feir,^ too much. 
rWoL There-s fresher air, my lord, 

In the next chamber. 
K, Hen, Lead in your ladies, every one.— 
Sweel partner, [merry; — 

I must not yet forsake you :^ let's be 
Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen 

healths 
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead them once again ; and then let's 

dream 
Who's best in favor. — Let the music knock it, 
I \Exeunt ivith trumpets^ 



ACT IL 

SCENE I.— Westminster. A Street. 
Enter two Gentlemen, ffueting, 
I Gentleman. 
BHITHER away SO fast? 

2 Gent ' O, — God save you ! 
Even to the hall, to hear what shall 
become 
Of the great duke of Buckingham. 

1 Gent, ril save you 
That labor, sir. All's now done, but the cere- 
mony 

Of bringing back the prisoner. 

2 Gent, Were you there? 
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1 Qent, Yes, indeed, was L 

2 Gent. ^X2iy speak what has happened* 

1 Gent. You may gu^s quickly what 

2 Gent. Is he found euilty ? 
% Gent, Yes, truly is he, and condemned 

upon it. 
2 Gent I am sorry for't 

1 Gent, So are a number more. 

2 Gent, But, pray, how pass'd it ? 

1 Gent, ril tell you in a little. The great 

duke 
Came to the bar ; where to his accusations 
He pleaded still, not guilty, and alleged 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 
The king's attorney, on the contrary, [sions 
Urged on the examinations, proofs, confes- 
Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desired 
To have brought vivA voce^ to his face : 
At which appeared against him his surveyor; 
Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor ; and John 

Car, 
Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk, 
Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

2 Gentm That was he 
That fed him with his prophecies ? 

I Gent, The same. 

All these accused him strongly ; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he 

could not : 
And so his peers, upon this evidence, 
Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 
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2 C7^M/.^Aftep all this, liow dfd he bear 

himself? 
I Gent, When he was brought again to the 

bar, to hear [stirr'd 

His knell rung out, his judgment, he was 
With such an agonv, he sweat extremely, 
And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty : 
But he fell to himself again, and sweetly 
In all the rest show'd a most noble patience. 
^ 2 Gent, I do not think he fears death. 

1 Gent, Sure, he does not 
He never was so womanish ; the cause 

He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gent, Certainly 
The cardinal is the end of this. 

1 Gent, 'Tis likely, 
Bv all conjectures : first, Kildare*s attaincfer, 
Then deputy of Ireland ; who removed. 
Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too, 
Lest he should help his father. 

2 Gent, That trick of state 
Was a deep envious one. 

1 Gent, At his return, 
No doubt he will requite it This is noted, 
And generally^ whoever the king favors, 
The cardinal instantly will find empk>3nneQty 
And far enough from court too. 

2 Gent, All the commons 
Hate him perniciously, and, o* my conscience. 
Wish him ten fathom deep : this auke as much 
They love and dote on ; call him bounteous 

Buckingham, 
The mirror of ail courtesy. 
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1 Gent Stay there, sir, 
And see the noble niin'd man you speak of. 

Enter Buckingham from his arraignment ; Tipstaves 
before him ; the axe with the edge tewaras htm ; 
halberds on each side; accompanied with Str 
Thomas Lovbll, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sip 
William Sands, and common 0eo0le, 

2 Gent, Let's stand close, and behold him. 
Buck, All ^ood people, 

You that thus far have come to pity me, [me. 
Hear what I say, and then go home and lose 
[ have this day received a traitor's judgment, 
And by that name must die : yet, heaven 

bear witness. 
And if I have a conscience let it sink me, 
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful ! 
The law I bear no malice for my death. 
It has done, upon the premises, but justice : 
But those that sought it I could wish more 

Christians : 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive them : 
Yet let them look they glory not in mischief, 
Nor build their evils on the graves of great 
men ; [them. 

For then my guiltless blood must cry against 
For further life in this world I ne'er hope, 
Nor will I sue, although the king have mer- 
cies [loved me, 
More than I dare make faults. You few that 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



342 KING HENRY VIIT. KiSt tu 

Go with me, like £Ood angels, to my end ; 
And, as the long divorce of steel ialls on me, 
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, 
And lift my soul to heaven. — Lead on, o' 

God's name. 

L(nf, I do beseech your grace, for charity. 

If ever any malice in your heart [frankly. 

Were hici against me, now to forgive me 

Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive 

you 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all ; 
There cannot be those numberless offences 
'Gainst me that 1 cannot take peace with : no 

black envy [grace ; 

Shall make my grave. Commend me to his 
And if he speak of Buckingham, pray tell him. 
You met him half in heaven : my vows and 

prayers 
Yet are the king's , and, till my soul forsake, 
Shall cry for blessings on him : may he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever beloved, and loving, may his rule be ! 
And, when old Time shall lead him to his end. 
Goodness and he fill up one monument ! 
Lov. To the water side I must conduct 

your grace ; [Vaux, 

Then give my charge up to sir Nicholas 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux Prepare there. 

The duke is coming; see the barge be ready ; 
And fit it with such furniture as suits 
The greatness of his person. 
Buck, Nay, sir Nicholas, 
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Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 
When I came hither I was lord high constable, 
;And duke of Buckingham; now, poor Ed- 
ward Bohun : 
Yet I am richer than my base accusers, 
That never knew what truth meant : I now 

seal it ; [groan for't. 

And with that blood will make them one day 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, 
Who first raised head against usurping 

Richard, 
Flying for succor to his servant Banister, 
Being distressed, was by that wretch betrayed, 
And without trial fell ;' God's peace be with 

him! 
Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying 
My father*s loss, like a most royal prince. 
Restored me to my honors, and, out of ruins. 
Made my name once more noble. Now his 

son, 
Henry the Eighth, life, honor, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world* I had my trial. 
And, must needs say, a noble one; which 

makes me 
A little happier than my wretched father : 
Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — Both 
Fell by our servants, by those men we loved 

most. 
A most unnatural and faithless service ! 
Heaven has an end in all : yet, you that hear 

me; 
This from a dying man receive as certain : 
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Where you are liberal of your loves and 

counsels, [make friends, 

Be sure you be not loo^e; for those you 
And give your hearts to, when they once 

perceive 
, The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again, 
But where they mean to sink ye. All good 

people, [last hour 

Pray \ox me! I mast now forsake ye; the 
Of my long weary life is come upon me. 
Farewell: [sad. 

And when you would say something that is 
Speak how I fell. — I have done ; and God 

forgive me ! 

\Exeunt Buckingham and Train. 

I Gent, O, this is full of pity !— Sir, it 
calls, 
I fear, too many curses on their heads 
That were the authors. 

2 Gent, If the duke be ^iltless, 

'Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling 
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall. 
Greater than this. 

1 Gent Good angels keep it from us ! 
What may it be ? You do not doubt my 

faith, sir ? 

2 Gent, This secret is so weighty, 'twill 

require 
A strong faith to conceal it. 

1 Gent, Let me have it \ 
I do not talk much. 

2 Gent. I am confident ; 
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You shall, sir : did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing, of a separation 
Between the king and Katharine ? 

1 Gent. Yes, but it held not : 
For when the king once heard it, out of an- 
ger 

He sent command to the lord mayor, straight 
To stop the rumor, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it 

2 Gent. But that slander, sir. 
Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Fresher than e'er it was ; and held for cer- 
tain [dinal. 

The king will venture at it Either the car- 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, posses&'d him with a 

scruple 
That will undo her : to confirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeius is arrived, and lately ; 
As all think, for this business. 

1 Gent. 'Tis the cardinal ; 
And merely to revenge him on the emperor, 
For not bestowing on him, at his asking. 
The archbishopnc of Toledo, this is pur- 
posed. 

2 Gent. I think you have hit the mark: 

but is't not cruel [cardinal 

That she should feel the smart of this ? The 
Will have his will, atid she must fall. 

I Gent. 'Tis woefoL 

We are too open here to argue this ; 
Let's thiiik in private more. [ExmiU,^ 
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SCENE II. — An Antechamber in tht 
Palace. 

Enter /^Lord Chamberlain, reading a Utter, 

Cham* 

My lord,— The horses your lordship sent for, with all 
the care I had I saw well chosen, ridden, and furnished. 
Tiiey were young and handsome ; and of the best breed 
in the north. When they were ready to set out for 
LiOndon, a man of my lord cardinal's, by commission, 
and main power, took 'em from me ; with this reason. — 
His master would be served before a subject, if not be- 
fore the king ; which stopped our mouths, sir. 

I fear, he will, indeed : well, let him have 

them: 
He will have all, I think. 

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Nor, Well met, my lord chamberlain. 
Cham. Good day to both your graces. 
Suf, How is the king employed ? 
Cham, I left him private, 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 
Nor, What^s the cause ?. 

Cham. It seems, the marriage with his 
brother's wife 
Has crept too near his conscience. 

Suf, No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor, Tisso; 

This is the cardinal's doing, the kine-car- 
dinal : P^ne, 

That blind priest, like the eldest son of for' 
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Turns what he list. The king will know him 
one day. 
Suf. Pray God he do ! he'll never know 

himself else. 
Nor. How holily he works in all his busi- 
ness ! [the leaeue 
And with what zeal ! For now he nas crack'd 
Between us and the emperor, the queen's 
great nephew, [ters 
He dives into the king's soul, and there scat- 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience, 
Fears, and despairs ; and all these for his 

marria£^e : 
And out of all these to restore the king, 
He counsels a divorce : a loss of her 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre ; 
Of her that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of 
her [falls 

That when the greatest stroke of fortune 
Will bless the king : and is not this course 
pious ? 
Cham, Heaven keep me from such coun- 
sel ! 'Tis most true [speaks them. 
These news are everywhere; every toneue 
And every true heart weeps for't : all that 

dare 
Look into these affairs see this main end, — 
The French king's sister. Heaven will one 
day open [on 

The kinrs eyes, that so long have slept up- 
This bold bad man. 
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.5*1!^ And free u« from his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages : all men's honors 
Lie like one lump before him, to be fashion'd 
Into what pitch he pleased 

Suf. For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him ; diere's my 

creed : 
As I am made without him, so I'll stand. 
If the king please ; his curses and his bless- 
ings [lieve in. 
Touch me alike, they are breath I not be- 
I knew him, and I know him ; so I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the pope. 

Nor. Let's in ; 

And, with some other business, put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much 

upon him : 
My lord, you'll bear us company ? 

Cham. Excuse me ; 

The king hath sent me other-where : besides. 
You'll find a most unfit time to disturb him : 
Health to your lordships. 

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain, 
\B3at Lord Chambbrlauc. 

Norfolk o^$ a folding door. The King is dn- 
covtrtd sU^ng^ ana reading pensively, 

Suf, How sad he looks ! sure, he is much 

afflicted. 
K. Hen. Who is there ? ha ? 
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Ndr, Tray *God he be not angry. 

K. Hen. Who's there, I say ? How dare 
you thrust yourselves 
Into my private meditations ? 
Who am I? ha? 
Nor, A gracious king, that pardons all 
offences [way, 

Malice ne'er meant : our breach of duty, this 
Is business of estate ; in which, we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

Hl, Hen, Ye are too bold ; 

Go to; rU make ye know your times of busi- 
ness: 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha ? 

Enter Wolsey and Campeius. 

Who's there ? my good lord cardinal ? — O, 
my Wolsey, 

The quiet of my wounded conscience. 

Thou art a cure fit for a king. — \To Campe- 
ius.] You're welcome, 

Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom ; 

Use us, and it— [7> Wolsey.] My good 
lord, have great care 

I be not found a &ker. 

Wol, Sir, you cannot 

I would your grace would give us but an hour 

Of private conference. 
K. Hen, [to Norfolk and Svffolk.] We 

are busy ; go. 
Nor, [aside.'] This priest has no pride \tk 
him? 
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. Suf, [aside.] * Not to speak of ; 

I would not be so sick though, for his place : 
But this cannot continue. 

Nor. [aside.] If it do, 

ni venture one have-at-him. 

Suf. [aside.] I another. 

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 

IVol. Your grace has given a precedent of 

wisdom 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom : 
Who. can be angry now? what envy reach 

you ? 
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favor to her. 
Must now confess, if they have any goodness, 
The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean the learned ones, in Christian king^ 

doms, [judgment, 

Have their free voices — Rome, the nurse of 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent 
One general tongue unto us, this good man. 
This just and learned priest, cardinal Cam- 

peius ; [ness. 

Whom, once more, I present unto your high- 
er. Ifen. And, once more, in mine arms I 

bid. him welcome. 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves ; 
They have sent me such a man I would have 

wished for. 
Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all 

strangers' loves. 
You are so noble. To your highness' hand 
I tender my commission ; by whose virtue, 
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(The court of Rome commanding,) you, my 
lord l^yant, 

Cardinal of York, are join*d with me their ser- 
in the unpartial judging of this business. 
K, Hen, Two equal men. The queen shall 
be acquainted, [diner ? 

Forthwith, for what you come. — Where's Gar- 
WoL I know your majesty has always 
loved her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law :^ — 
Scholars allow'd freely to argue for her. 
K, Hen. Ay, and the best she shall have ; 
and my favor [dinal. 

To him that does best : God forbid else. Car- 
Pr'ythee call Gardiner to me, my new secre- 
tary; 
I find him a fit fellow. \Bxit Wolsby. 

Re-enter Wolsev with Gardiner. 

WoL {aside.'X Give me your hand: much 
joy and favor to you ; 
You are the king's now. 

Gard. [asiife.] . But to be cpmmanded 
For ever by your grace, whose hand has 
raised me. 
JC. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner. 

[ T^y converse apart. 
Cam. My lord of York, was not one doctor 
Pace 
In this man's place before him? 
Wol. Yes, he was* 

Cam. Was he not held a learned man ? 
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WoL Yes, surely. 

Cam, Believe me, there's an ill opinion 
spread then 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 

WoL How ! of me ? 

Cam, They will not stick to say you en- 
vied him ; 
And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man still ; which so 

grieved him, 
That he ran mad, and died. 

Wol. Heaven's peace be with him ! 

That's Christian care enough; for living 

murmurers 
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool : 
For he would needs be virtuous : that good 

fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment ^ 
I will have none so near else. Learn this, 

brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons. 
K, Hen, Deliver this with modesty to the 
queen. [/?««/ Gardiner. 

The most convenient place that I can think of. 
For such receipt of learning, is Blackfriars ; 
There ye shall meet about this weighty busi- 
ness ; 
My Wolsey, see it fumish'd. O, my lord, 
would it not grieve an able man, to leave 
So sweet a bedf ellojv ? But, conscience, con* 

science, — 
O, 'tis a tender place, and I must leave her. 

[Exettnt. 
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SCENE III. — An antechamber in the 
Queen'j Apartments, 

Enter Anns Bullbn and an old Lady. 

Anne. Not for that neither: — here's the 
pang that pinches : [and she 

His highness having lived so long with her: 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonor of her, — by my life, 
She never knew harm-doing ; — O now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthroned, 
Still growing in a majesty and pomp, — 
The which to leave's a thousand-fold more 
bitter [process, 

Than 'tis sweet at first to acquire,— after this 
To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L, Hearts of most hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. O, God's will I much better 

She ne'er had known pomp: though it be 

temporal, 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a sufferance, panging 
As soul and body's severing. 

OldL. Alas, poor lady ! 

She's a stranger now again. 

Anne. So much the more 

Must pity drop upon h^r. Verily, 
I swear, ^tis better to be lowly born. 
And range with humble livers in contend 

23 
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Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grie^ • 
And we^ a gplden «orf qw. 

OldL. Our content 

Is our best having. 

Anne, By my troth, and maidenhead, 

I would not be a queen. 

Old Z. Beshrew me, I would. 

And venture maidenhead for't ; and so woul4 

you, 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy : [you. 
You, that have so rair parts of woman on 
Have too a woman's heart : which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, sovereignty ; 
Which, to say sooth, are blessings ; and 

which gifts 

(Saving your mincing) the capacity [ceive 

Of your soft cheveriT conscience would re- 

If you might please to stretch it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth, — 

Old L. Yes, troth, and troth, — ^you would 

not be a queen ? 
Anne. No, not for all the riches under 

heaven. 
Old L. 'Tis stran^je : a three-pence bow'cj 
would hire me. 
Old as I am, to queen it : but, I pray you. 
What think you of a duchess r have you 

' limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 
Anne* No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made : pluck 
off a little ; 
I would not be a young count in your way, ' 
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For more than blushing comet to : if yoi|t 

back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, 'tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne^ How you do talk ! 

I swear again, I would not be a queen 
For ail the workl. 

Old L, In faith, for little England 

You'd venture an emballing . I myself 

Would for Carnarvonshire, although there 

•long'd [comes here ? 

No more to the crown but that' Lo, who 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham, Good morrow, ladies. What were't 
worth to know 
The secret of your conference ? 

Anne, My good lord. 

Not your demand ; it values not your ask- 
ing: 
Our mistress' sorrows we were pitying. 
Cham, It was a gentle business, and be* 
coming 
The action c? good wpmen : there is hope 
All will be welt 
Anne, Now I pray God, amen i 

Cham, You bear a gentle mind, and heav- 
enly blessings [1^7> 
Follow such creatures. Th^t vou may, fair 
Perceive I speak sincerely, ana bi|;h note's 
Ta'en of your many virtues, the king's maj- 
esty [aoii 
Commends his good opinion of you to yPVf 
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Does purpose honor to you no less flowin|^ 
Than marchioness of Pembroke ; to which 

title 
A thousand pound a-year, annual support. 
Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne, I do not know 

What kind of my obedience I should tender. 
More than my all is nothing ; nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow*d, nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities ; yet prayers, 

and wishes, 
Are all I can return. 'Beseech your lordship, 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obe- 
dience, ^ [ness ; 
As from a blushing handmaid, to his high- 
Whose health and royalty I pray for. 

Cham Lady> 

I shall not fail to improve the fair conceit 
The king hath of you. — [Aside.] I have pe- 
rused her well ; 
Beauty and honor in her are so mingled, 
That they have caught the king : and who 

knows yet, 
But from this lady may proceed a gem 
To lighten all this isle !— FU to the king. 
And say I spoke with you. 
Anne, My honor'd lord. 

[Exit Lord Chamberlain, 

0/d Z. Why, this it is ; see, see ! 
I have been begging sixteen years in court, 
(Am yet a courtier Beggarly,) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late. 
For any suit of pounds : and you, (O fate I) 
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A very fresh-fish here, (fie, fie, fie upon 
This compell'd fortune !) have your mouth 

fiirdup. 
Before you open it. 

Anne, This is stl^nge to me. 

Old L> How tastes it? is it bitter? forty 

pence, no. 

There was a lady once, ('tis an old story,) 

That would not be a queen, that would she 

not, [it ? 

For all the mud in Egypt : have you heard 

Anne, Come, you are pleasant. 

Old L With your theme, I could 

O'ermount the lark. The marchioness of 

Pembroke ! 
A thousand pounds a-year ! for pure respect ; 
No other obligation : by my life, 
That promises more thousands : honor's train 
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time, 
I know, your back will bear a duchess ; — say, 
Are you not stronger than you were ? 

Anne. Good lady. 

Make yourself mirth with your particular 
fancy, [being 

And leave me out on't. 'Would I had no 
If this salute my blood a jot ; it faints me 
To think what follows. 
The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence : pray, do not deliver 
What here you have heard, to her. 

Old L, What do you think me ? 

[Ex4Mnt 
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SCENE IV.— ^ Hallin Blackfri^rs. 

Trumfits, semi^ and comets. Enitr two Vergers, 
with short stiver wands, ntsU them^ two ScnMS. 
in tAe Mits of doctors, after tkem^ the Arch-. 

StSHOP OF Canterbury ahne; after hinty the 
isHOPs OF Lincoln. Ely, Rochester, and 
Saint Asaph ; nes^ them^ with some small dis- 
tance ^ follows a Gentleman bearing the purse^ with 
the great seali and a cardinaPs hat , then two 
Priests, bearing each a silver cross . then a Gcntle- 
tlemanUsher bareheaded, accompanied with q 
Sergeant-at-Amis, bearing a stiver mace . then two 
GvatXtrntii, bearing two great silver pillars . after 
them, side by side, the two Cardinals, Wolsey and 
Camfeius; two Noblemen, with the sword and 
mace. Then enter the King and Queen, and 
their Trains. The King takes place under the 
cUth of state y the two Cardinals sit under htm as 
Judges, The Queen takes place at some distance 
from the King. The Bishops place themselves on 
each side the court, tn manner of a consistory . be* 
low thiem, the Scnbes. The Lords sti next the 
Bishops The Crier and the rest of the Attendants 
sterna in convenient order aiout the stage, 

Wol. Whilst our commission from Rome 
is read, 
Let silence be commanded 

K. Hen, What's the need? 

It hath already publicly been read, 
And on all sides the authority allow'd ; 
You may then spare that time. 

Wol, Be't so.— Proceed. 

Sc^ribe, Say, Henry IpAg of England, coi^e 
into the court. 

Crier, Henry king of England^ &c. 
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K. HiH. H«r«. 

Seribi. Say, Kadiarine queen of England, 

come into the court. 
Crisr, Katharine qmeu of Englandy &c. 

\The Queen makes no answer^ rises out of her 
chatr, goes about the courts comes to the King», 
and kneels at his feet , tfien speaks, 

Q. Kath, Sir, I desire you, do me right and 

justice ; 
And to bestow your pity on me ; for 
1 am a most poor woman, and a stranger, 
Born out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir,. 
In what have I offended you ? what cause 
Hath my behavior given to your displeasure. 
That thus you should proceed to put me oft. 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven 

witness^ 
I have been to you a true and humble wife, 
At all times to your will conformable ; 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, [sorry, 
Yea, subject to your countenance ; glad, or 
As I saw It inclined. When was the hour, 
I ever contradicted your desire, [friends 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? What friend of mine 
That had to him derived your anger, did J 
Continue in my liking? nay, give notice 
lie was from thence discharged? Sir, calC 

to mind 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience* 
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Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you : if, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report, 
And prove it too, against mine honor aught. 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty. 
Against your sacred person, in God's name, 
.'Turn me away ; and let the foul'st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so ^ive me up [sir. 
To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you 
The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatched wit and judgment: Ferdi* 

nand. 
My father, kin^ of Spain, was reckoned one 
The wisest prince, that there had reign'd by 

many 
A year before : it is not to be question M 
That they had gathered a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business. 
Who deem*d our marriage lawful : wherefore 

I humbly 
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 
Be by my friends in Spain advised: whose 

counsel 
1 will implore ; if not, i' the name of God, 
Your pleasure be fulfilled. 

WoL You have here, lady> 

(And of your choice,) these reverend fathers; 

men 
Of singular integrity and learning. 
Yea, the elect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause : it shall be therefore 

bootlessi 
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That longer you desire the court ; as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled iu the king. 

Cam, His grace 

Hath spoken well, and justly : therefore, 

madam, 
It*s fit this royal session do proceed ; 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produced, and heard. 

Q, Kath, Lord cardinal,. 

To you I speak. 

WoL Your pleasure, madam ? 

g. Kath, Sir,. 

I. am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have dreamed so,) 

certain 
' The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
ril turn to sparks of fire. 

Wol, Be patient yet. 

Q, Kath, I will, when you are humble j 
nay, before. 
Or God will punish me. I do believe. 
Induced by potent circumstances, that 
You are mme enemy ; and make my challenge 
You shall not be my judge : for it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me. 
Which God's dew quench ! — Therefore, I say 

again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul [more. 
Refuse you for my judge; whom, jret once 
I hold mv most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 

Wol' I do profess 
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You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and display'd the 

e£Eccts 
Or disposition gentle, and ot wisdom 
Overtopping woman's power. Madam, you do 

me wrong : 
I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you, or any : how far I have proceeded. 
Or how far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory. 
Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You 

charge me 
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it : 
The king is present : if it be known to him 
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound 
And worthily, my falsehood ! yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. If he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows 
I am not of your wrone. Therefore in him 
It lies to cure me : and the cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you: the 

which, before 
His highness shall speak in, I do beseech 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speak- 
ing. 
And to say so no more. 

g. Kath, My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunnine. You are meek, 
and humble-mouthM ; [ing 

You sign your place and calling, in full seem- 
With meekness and humility : but your heart 
Is cranmi'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 
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You have, by fortune, and his highness' fa- 
vors, [mounted 
Gone slightly o'er low steps ; and now arc 
Where powers are your retainers : and your 

words. 
Domestics to you, serve your will, as't please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell 

you. 
You tender more your person's honor than 
Your high profession spiritual : that again 
I do refuse you for my judge ; and here, 
Before you all, appeal unto the pope. 
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness, 
And to be judged by him. 

\She curtsies to the King, and offers to depart. 
Cam, The queen is obstinate; 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be tried by it ; 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 
K. Hen. Call her again. 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, come 

into the court. 

Grif. Madam, you are call'd back. 

Q. Kath. What need you note it ? pray 

you, keep your way : [help, 

When you are call'd, return. — Now the Lord 

They vex me past my patience ! — ^pray you, 

pass on : 
I will not tarry : no, nor ever more, 
Upon this business, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

\Exeunt Queen, Griffith, and her $thef 
Attendants. 
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K. Hen. Go thy ways, Kate : 

That man i' the world who shall report he 

has 
A better wife, let him m nought be trusted. 
For speaking false in that : thou art, alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness. 
Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like govern- 
ment, — 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee 
out,) [born ; 

The Queen of earthly queens : — she is noble 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

IVoL Most gracious sir. 

In humblest manner I require your highness. 
That it shall please you to declare, in hearine 
Of all these ears, (for, where I am robb'a 
and bound, [there 

There must I be unloosed; although not 
At once and fully satisfied,) whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness ; 

or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on't ? or ever 
Have to you, — but with thanks to God for 
such [mieht 

A royal lady, — spake one the least word that 
Be to the prejudice of her present state, 
Or touch of her good person ? 

K, Hen, My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honor, 
I free you fromH. You are not to be taught 
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That you. have nrany enemies, that know not 
Whv they are so, but, like to village curs, 
Baric when their fellows do ; by some of 
these [cused : 

The queen is put in an^er. You are ex- 
But will you be more justified ? you ever 
Have wish'd the sleeping of this business ; 
never [oft, 

Desired it to be stirr'd ; but oft have hinder'd, 
The passages made toward it : — on my hon- 
or, 
I speak my good lord cardinal to this point, 
And thus far clear him. Now, what moved 
me to't, [tion :— • 

. I will be bold with time, and your atten- 
Then mark the inducement. Thus it came ; — 

give heed to't : 
My conscience first received a tenderness, 
Scruple, and pfick, on certain speeches ut- 
ter'd [bassador : 

By the bishop of Bayonne, then French amr 
Who had been hither sent on the debating 
A marriage, 'twixt the duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary : i* the progress of this 

business. 
Ere a determinate resolution, he 
(I mean the bishop) did require a respite ,•; 
Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
Respecting this our marriage with the dow- 
ager, [sho^ 
Sometime our brother's wife. This respite 
The bosom of my conscience, enter'd me, 
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Yea, with a splitting power, and mad« t» 
tremble [way. 

The region of my breast ; which forced such 
That many mazed considerin^s did throng, 
And press 'd in with this caution. First, me- 
thought, [had 

I stood not in the smile of Heaven ; who 
Commanded Nature, that my lady's womb, 
If it conceived a male child by me, should 
Do no more offices of life to't, than [issue 
The grave does to the dead : for her male 
Or died where they were made, or shortly 
after [thought 

This world had air'd them : hence I took a 
This was a judgment on roe ; that my king- 
dom, [should not 
Well worthy the best heir o' the world. 
Be gladded in*t by me : then follows, that [in 
I weigh'd the danger which my realms stood 
By this my issue's fail : and that save to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 
The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now present here together ; that's to sav^ 
I meant to rectify my conscience, — which 
I then did feel full sick, and yet not well, — 
By all the reverend fathers of the land. 
And doctors learn 'd. First, I began in pri- 
vate [ber 
With you, my lord of Lincoln ; you remem- 
How under my oppression I did reek, ' 
When I first moved you. 
Lm. Very well, my lie^e 
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K' Hen, I have spoke long; be pleased 
yourself to say 
How far you satisfied me. 

Lin So please your highness, 

The question did at first so stagger me, — 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in't, [ted 
And consequence of dread, — that I commit- 
The daring'st counsel which I had, to doubt ; 
And did entreat your highness to this course, 
Which you are running here. 

^ Hen I then moved you 

My lord of Canterbury : and got your leave 
To make this present summons. Unsolicited 
I left no reverend person in this court ; 
But by particular consent proceeded, [on; 
Under your hands and seals. Therefore, go 
For no dislike i' the world against the person 
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny 

points 
Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward: 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life, 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal state to come with her, 
Katharine our queen, before the primest crea- 
ture 
That*9 paragon'd o' the world. 

Cam. So please your highness. 

The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness, 
That we adjourn this court till further day : 
Meanwhile must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his hohness. 

[They rist to depart. 
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K, Hen, [aside.] I may parcel ve> 

These cardinals trifle with me : I abhor 
This dilatory sloth, and tricks of Rome. 
My learned and well-beloved servant, Cran- 

mer, 
Pr')rthee, return ! with thy approach, I know, 
My comfort comes along. Break up the 

court : 
I say, set on. [Exeunt im manner as they entered. 




ACT III. 

SCENE I. —Palace at Bridewell. A Room 
in the Queen V Apartment, 

The Queen, and some of her Women, at work. 

Queen Katharine, 
|AK£ thy lute, wench : my soul 
grows sad with troubles : 
Sing, and disperse them if thoa 
canst : leave working. 

SONG. 
Orpheus with his lute made trees. 
Ami the mountain-tops that freeze, 

Bow themselves, when he did sing : 
To his music, plants and flowers 
Sver sprung ; as sun and showers 

There had made a lasting spring. 

Evetything that heard him play. 
Even thie bilkms of the sea, 
H«ng th«if heads, and then lay \sj. 
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In sweet music b such art : 
Killing care and grief of heart 
Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 
g. Kath. How now ? 

GenL An't please your grace, the two great 
cardinals 
Wait in the presence. 

Q. Kath. Would they speak with me ? 

Gent, They will'd me say so, madam. 

2. KatJ^, Pray their graces 

To come near. \^Exit Gent.] What can be 

their business [favor ? 

With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from 

I do not like their coming. Now I think 

on't, [righteous : 

They should be good men; their affairs as 

But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter WoLSEY and Campeius. 
WoL Peace to your highness ! 

Q, Kath. Your graces find me here part of 
a housewife ; 
I would be all, against the worst may happen. 
What are your pleasures with me, reverend 
lords ? 
WoL Mav it please you, noble madam, to 
withdraw 
Into your private chamber, we shall give you 
The tull cause of our coming. 

Q, Kath, Speak it here ; 

There's nothing I have done yet, o' my con- 
science. 
Deserves a comer : 'would all other women 
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Could speak this with as free a soul as I do ! 
My lords, I care not, (so much I am happy 
Above a number,) if my actions [them, 

Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw 
Envy and base opinion set against them, 
I know my life so even. If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in, 
Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing. 
WoL Tanta est ergd te mentis integritas 
regina serenissima^ — 

Q. Kath, O good my lord, no Latin ; 
I am not such a truant since my coming, 
As not to know the language I nave lived in : 
A strange tongue makes my cause nwre 

strange, suspicious ; [thank you 

Pray speak in English : here are some will 
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress* 

sake ; [cardinzd, 

Believe me, she has had much wrong : lord 
The willing'st sin I ever yet committed 
May be absolved in English. 

WoL Noble lady, 

I am sorry my integrity should breed. 
And service to his majesty and you. 
So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not by the way of accusation. 
To taint that honor every good tongue 

blesses ; 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow ; 
You have too much, good lady : but to knoir 
How you stand minded in the weighty di£Eet> 

ence 
Between the king and you ; and to deliver 
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Like free and honest men, our just opinions,- 
,^d comforts to your cauke. 

Cam. Most honored madam,' 

My lord of York,— out of his noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace, 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late cen- 
sure [far,) — 
Both of his truth and him, (which was too' 
Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace. 
His service and his counsel. 

Q, Kath. \aside.\ To betray me.— 

My lords, I thank you both for your good 
wills ; [prove so ! 

Ye speak like honest men ; pray God, ye 
But how to make ye suddenly an answer. 
In such a point of weight, so near mine 

honor, 
(More near my life, 1 fear,) with my weak wit, 
And to such men of gravity and learning, . 
In truth, I know not I was set at work 
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, 

looking 
Either for such men, or such business. 
For her sake that I have been, (for I feel 
The last fit of my greatness,) good your 

graces, 
Let me have time, and counsel, for my cause ; 
Alas ! I am a woman, friendless, hopeless. 
Wol, Madam, you wrong the king's love 
with these fears ; 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Q. Kath, In England 

But little for my profit : can you think, lordt, 
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That any Englishman dare give me counsel ? 
Or be a known friend, 'gainst his highness' 
pleasure, [honest,) 

(Though he be grown so desperate to be 
And live a subject ? Nay, forsooth, my friends. 
They that must weigh out my afflictions. 
They that my trust must grow to, live not 

here: 
They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 
In mine own coimtry, lords. 

Cam, I would your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counseL 

Q, Kath. How, sir ? 

Cam, Put your main cause into the king's 
protection ; 
He's loving, and most gracious ; 'twill be much 
Both for your honor better, and your cause ; 
For, if the trial of the law overtake you, 
Ypu'U part away disgraced. 

Wol, He tells you rightly. 

Q, Kath, Ye tell me what ye wish for ooth, 
my ruin : 
Is this your Christian counsel ? out upon )re ! 
Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a Judge 
That no king can corrupt. 

Cam, Your rage mistakes us. 

Q, Kath, The more shame for ye ; holy 

men I thought ye, 

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues ; 

But cardinal sins, and hoUow hearts, I fear 3re : 

Mend them, for shame, my locds. Is this 

your comfort ? 
The cordial that ye bring a wi«tched lady? . 
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\ lost among ye, lauj^h'd at, scorn'd? 
: wish ye half my miseries ; 



A woman 1 

I will not ^ 

I have more charity : but say, I warn'd yc ; 

Take heed ; for heaven's sake, take heed, lest 

at once 
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

WoL Madam, this is a mere distraction ; 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Q, Kath. Ye turn me into nothing : woe 

upon ye, [me 

And all such false professors ! Would ye have 
(If you have any justice, any pity; 
If ye be anvthing but churchmen's habits) 
Put my sick cause into his hands that hates 

me? 
Alas ! he has banish 'd me his bed already; 
His love, too long ago : I am old, my lords, 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me above this wretchedness? all your 

studies 
Make me a curse like this. 

Cam, Your fears are worse, 

g. Kath, Have I lived thus long— (let me 

speak myself, [one ? 

Since virtue finds no friends) — a wife, a tme 
A woman (I dare say, without vain-glory) 
Never yet branded with suspicion ? 
Have I with all my full affections 
Btill met the king r loved him next Heaven ? 

obey'd him ? 
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ? 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him? 
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And am I thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords. . 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband. 
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his 

pleasure ; 
jindlo tbatJiiDinan,"fHien she has done most. 
Yet will I add an honor, — a great patience. 
Wol. Madam, you wander from the good 

we aim at. 
Q, Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself 

so guilty. 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to : nothing but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignities. 

WoL Pray> hear me. 

Q.Kath Would I had never trod this 

English earth, 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! 
Ye have angels' faces, but Heaven knows 

your hearts. 
What will become of me now, wretched lady ? 
I am the most unhappy woman living. 
\To her Women.] Alas ! poor wenches, where 

are now your fortunes ? 
Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity. 
No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me; 
Almost no grave allow'd me. — Like the lily. 
That once was mistress of the field and flour, 

ish'd, 
I'll hang my head and perish. 

WoL If your grace 

Could but be brought to know our ends are 

honest, [good lady, 

You'd feel more comfort; why should we. 
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Upon what cause, wrong you? alas! out 

places, 
The way of our prolession is against it ; 
We are to cure such sorrows, wit to sow them. 
For goodness' sake, consider what you do ; 
How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 
Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this 

carriage* 
The hearts of princes kiss obedience. 
So much they love it ; but to stubborn spirits 
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 
I know you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A soul as even as a calm : pray, think us 
Those we profess, peace- makers, friends, and 

servants. 
Cam. Madam, you'll find it so. You wrong 

your virtues [spirit. 

With these weak women's fears. A noble 
As yours was put into you, ever casts 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king 

loves you ; 
Beware you lose it not : for us, if you please 
To trust us in your business, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 
Q* Kath, Do what ye will, my lords : anc^ 

pray, forgive me, 
If I have used myself unmannerly ; 
You know I am a woman, Ikcking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 
Pray, do my service to his majesty : 
He has my heart yet; and shall have my 

prayers [fathers, 

While I shall have my life. Come, reverend 
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Bestow your counsels on me : she now begs, 
That little thought, when she set footing here, 
She should have bought her dignities so dear. 

SCENE U.—Anteckambir to tki K\xig*s 
Apartment. 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, ths Dukb of Suf- 
folk, the Earl of Surrey, and the Lord 
Chamberm^in. 

Nor, If you will now unite in your com- 
plaints [dinal 
And force them with a constancy, the car- 
Cannot stand under them : if you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promise 
But that you shall sustain more new dis* 

graces, 
With these you bear already. 

Sur. , I am jojrf^il 

To meet the least occasion that may ^ve me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the tiuke. 
To be revenged on him. 

Suf. Which of the peers 

Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected ? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person, 
Out of himself ! 

Cham, My lords, you speak your pleas* 
ures; 
What he deserves of you and me I know ; 
What we can do to him, (though now the 

time 
Gives way to us,) I much fear. If you cannot 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



8C II. KING HENRY VIIL 377 

Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
An3rtbing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue. 

Nor, O, fear him not': 

His spell in that is out ; the king hath found 
Matter against him, that for ever mars 
The honey of his language. No, he*s settled, 
Not to come off, in his displeasure. 

Sur. Sir, 

I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor* Believe it, this is true : 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 
As I would wish mine enemy. 

Sur, How came 

His practices to light ? 

Suf* Most strangely. 

Sur. O, how, how ? 

Suf, The cardinal's letter to the pope mis- 
carried, [was read, 
And came to the eye o' the king : wherein 
How that the cardmal did entreat his holi- 
ness 
To stay the judgment o' the divorce : for if 
It did take place, / do^ quoth he, perceive 
My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the queen* s^ lady Anne Bullen* 

Sur, Has the king this ? 

Suf, Believe it. 

Sur. Will this work? 

Cham, The king in this perceives hinv 
how he coasts. 
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And hedges, his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his 

physic 
After his patient's death ; the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur, 'Would he had . 

Suf. " May you be happy in your wish, my 
lord! 
For, I profess, you have it. 

Sur. Now all my joy 

Trace the conjunction ! 

Suf. My Amen to't ! 

Nor. All men's ! 

Suf. There's order given for her corona- 
tion: 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears unrecounted. — But, my lords. 
She is a gallant creature, and complete [her 
In mind and feature : I persuade me, from 
Will fall some blessing to thi» land, which 

shall 
In it be memorized. 

Sur. But, will the king 

Digest this letter of the cardinal's ? 
The Lord forbid ! 

Nor. Marry, Amen ! 

Suf. No, no ; 

There be more wasps that buzz about his 
nose, [Campeius 

Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal 
Is stolen away to Rome; hath ta'en no 
leave ; [and 

Has left the cause of the king unhandled ; 
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Is posted, as the aeent of our cardinal, 
To second all his plot. I do assure you. 
The king cried Hal at this.* 

Cham, Now, God incense him. 

And let him cry Ha / louder ! 

Nor, But, my lord, 

When returns Cranmer ? 

Suf, He is returned, in his opinions ; which 
Have satisfied the king for his divorce, 
Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe, 
His second marriage shall be published, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be calPd queen ; but princess dowager. 
And widow to prince Arthur. 

Nor, This same Cranmer's 

A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
In the kmg's business. 

Suf, He has ; and we shall see him, 

For It, an archbishop. 

Nor. So I hear. 

Suf, 'Tis so. 

The cardinal ! 

EiUer WoLSKY and Cromwell, 

Nor, Observe, observe, he's moody. 

Wol, The packet, Cromwell, gave it you 
the king ? 

Crom. To his own hand, in his bedcham- 
ber. 

WoL Look'dhe o' the inside of the p»- 
per? 

Crom. Presently 

He did unseal them : and the first he view'€^ 
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He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Was in his coui^enance. You, he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

IVoL Is he ready 

To come abroad ? 

Crom. I think, by this he is. 

IVo/. Leave me a while.— l^** Cromwbu. 
[Aside.'] It shall be to the duchess of Alcn- 
^on, [her. — 

The French king's sister: he shall marry 
Anne BuUen ! No ; I'll no Anne BuUens for 
him : [len ! 

There is more in it than fair visage. — Bul- 
No, well no Bullens. — Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome. — The marchioness of 
Pembroke ! — 
Nor. He's discontented. 
Suf. May be, he hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur. Sharp enough^ 

Lord, for thy justice ! 

WoL [aside.'] The late queen's gentle- 
woman ; a knight's daughter, 
To be her mistress' mistress! the queen's 
queen ! — [snu£E it ; 

This candle bums not clear; 'tis I must 
Then, out it goes. — What though I know her 

virtuous. 
And well-deserving.? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i' the bosom of 
Our hard-ruled king. Again, there is sprung 
up 
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An heretic, an arch one^ Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl'd into the favor of the king, 
And is his oracle. 

Nor, He 13 vex'd at something. 

Suf, I would 'twere something that would 
fret the string. 
The master-cord of his heart ! 

Suf, The king, the king ! 

Enter the King, reading a schedule ; and Lovell. 

K, Hen, What piles of wealth hath he ac- 
cumulated [hour 
To his own portion ! and what expense by the 
Seems to flow from him F How, i' the name 

of thrift, 
Does he rake this together ? — Now, my lords, 
Saw you the cardinal ? 

Nor, My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him : some strange com- 
motion 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts ; 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground ; 
Then, lays his finger on his temple ; straight, 
Springs out into fast gait; then, stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange 

postures 
We have seen him set himself. 

K^ Hen, It may well be 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse, 
As I required : and wot you what I found .. 
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There, — on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing, — 
The several parcels of his pUte, his treasure. 
Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household; 

which 
I find at such proud rate, that it outspeaks 
Possession of a subject 

Nor, It's Heaven's will; 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet 
To bless your eye withal. 

K. Hen. If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earth. 
And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in his musin|^s : but, I am afraid, 
His thinkings are below the moon, not wortii 
His serious considering. 

\He takes his seat, and whispers Lovell, wke 
goes to WOLSBY. 

KW. Heaven forgive me 1 

Ever God bless your highness ! 

K. Hen, Good my lord. 

You are full of heavenly stufiE, and bear the 

inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o'er : you have scarce 

time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span 
To keep your earthly audit : sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husband : and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

IVoL Sir, 

For holv offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 
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I bear i' the state ; and Nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 
I her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 
Must give my tendance to. 
K, Hen, You have said well . 

WoL And ever may your highness yoke 
together, 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well-saying ! 

K. Hen, 'Tis well said arain \ 

And 'tis a kind of good deed to say well : 
And yet words are no deeds. My father loved 

you : 
He said he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
I have kept you next my heart; have not 
alone [home, 

EmployM you where high profits might come 
But pared my present havings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

WoL [aside,] What should this mean ? 
Sur. [aside.] The Lord increase this bus- 
iness ! 
A*. Hen. Have I not made you 

The prime man of the state ? I pray you, 

tell me. 
If what I now pronounce you have found true : 
And, if you may confess it, say withal, 
If you are bound to us, or no. What say you ? 
fVoI. My sovereign, I confess, your royal 
graces, [could 

Shower'd on me daily, have been more than 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
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Beyond all man's endeavors : — ^my endeavors 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 
Yet, filed with my abilities : mine own ends 
Have been mine so, that evermore they 

pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver. I 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks ; 
My prayers to Heaven for you ; my loyalty. 
Which ever has, and ever shall be growing. 
Till death, that winter, kill it. 

K. Hen, Fairly answered ; 

A loyal and obedient subject is 
Therein illustrated ; the honor of it 
Does pay the act of it; as, i' the contrary, 
The foulness is the punishment. I presume 
That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you, 
My heart dropped love, my power rain'd 

honor, more 
On you, than any ; so your hand, and heart, 
Your brain, and every function of your power, 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of 

duty, 
As 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

• IVoL I do profess 

That for your highness' good I have ever 

labor'd [will be. 

More than mine own ; that I am loyal, and 
Though all the world should crack their duty 

to you, [did 

And throw it from their soul ; though perils 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



SC. II. KING HENRY VIIL 385 

Abound, as thick as thought could make 

them, and 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break. 
And stand unshaken yours. 

K. Hen, *Tis nobly spoken : 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 
for you have seen him open^t. — Read o'er 
this; \Grving him papers. 

And, after, this : and then to breakfast, with 
What appetite you have. 

{^ExU YiiiiG, frowning upon Cardinal Wolsby : 
the Nobles throng after him^ smiling^ and 
whispering. 

WoL What should this mean ? 

What sudden anger's fhis? how have I 

reaped it ? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin [lion 
Leaped from his eyes : so looks the chafed 
Upon the daring huntsman that has galFd 
him ; [paper : 

Then makes him nothing. I must read this 
I fc;ar, the story of his anger. — 'Tis so : 
This paper has undone me : 'tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn to- 
gether [popedom, 
For mme own ends ; indeed, to gain the 
And fee my friends in Rome. O neglieence^ 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 
Made me put this mam secret in the packet 
I sent the king ? Is there no way to cure 
this? 
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No new device to beat this from his brains ? 
I know 'twill stir him strongjly ; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this — 7> 

the Pope f 
The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 
I have touch'd the highest point of all xnj 

greatness : 
And, from that full meridian of my elory, 
I haste now to my setting. I shall rail 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man see me more. 

Rs^tUer the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, tks 
Earl op Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor, Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal : 
who commands you 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands ; and to connne yourself 
To Asher-house, my lord of Winchester's, 
Till you hear further from his highness. 

Wol, Sta: 

Where's your conunission, lords? won 

cannot carry 
Authority so weighty. 

Suf. Who dare cross them^ 

Rearing the king's will from his mouth ex* 
pressly ? 
IVoL Till I find more than will, or words, 
to do it, 
(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lorda^ 
rdare, and must deny it. Now I feel [vy. 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — en- 
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How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 
As tf it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in everything may bring my ruin I 
Follow your envious courses^ men of malice ; 
You have Christian warrant for them, and, 

no doubt. 
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal 
You ask with such a violence, the king, 
(Mine, and your master,) with his own hand 
gave me : [o''*» 

Bade me enjoy it, with the pl^ce and hon- 
During my life, and, to confirm his goodness, 
Tied it by letters-patcnU ; now, who'll Uke 
it? 
Sur. The Idng, that gave it. 
Wol. It must be himself then. 

Sur, Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 
WoL . Proud lord, thou liest ; 

Within these forty hours Surrey durst bettei 
Have burnt that tongue than said so. 

Sur, Th)r ambition. 

Thou scarlet sin, robbed this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law ; 
The heads of all thy brother cardmaift 
tWith thee, and all thy best parts, bound to- 
gether) [policy! 
Weighed not a hair of his. Plague of your 
You sent me deputy for Ireland : 
Far from his succor, from the king, from all 
That might have mercy on the fault thou 

gav'st kim *, 
Whilst your g^c goodness^ omt o( holy pitf, 
Absolved him with aa aaie. 
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WoL This, and all else 

This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
I answer is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end. 
His noble jury and foul cause can witness. 
If I loved many words, lord, I should tell 

you, 
You have as little honesty as honor, 
That in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, [be, 
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can 
And all that love his follies. 

Sur, By my soul, 

Your long coat, priest, protects you; thou 
shouldst feel [lords, 

My sword i* the life-blood of thee else.— My 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 
And from this fellow? If we live thus tamely 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet, 
Farewell nooility ; let his grace go forward, 
And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

WoL All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one. 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 
The goodness of your intercepted packets. 
You writ to the pope, against the king: 
your goodness, [Hous. 

Since you provoke me, shall be most noto- 
My lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 
As you respect the common good, the state 
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Of our despised nobility, our issues, 
Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen,— 
Produce the grand sum of his sins, the ar- 
ticles 
Collected from his life : — I'll startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown 

wench 
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal. 
Wol. How much, methinks, I could de< 
spise this man, 
But that I am bound in charity against it ! 
Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the 
king's hand : 
But, thus much, they are foul ones. 

IVoL So much fairer, 

And spotless, shall mine innocence arise, 
When the king knows my truth. 

Snr, This cannot save you : 

I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles : and out they shall. 
Now, if you can blush, and cry guilty ^ car- 
dinal. 
You'll show a little honesty. 

Wol, Speak on, sir ; 

I dare your worst objections : if I blush, 
It is, to see a nobleman want manners. 
Suf. I had rather want those than my head. 
Have at you. [knowledge. 

First, that, without the king's assent or 
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power 
You maimVi the jurisdiction of all bishops. 
Nor. Then, that, in all you writ to Rome, 
or else * 
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To f oreifR prmceS)- Ez0 et Rex mens 

Was stiU iaicribed ; In n^ich you brought 

the king 
To be your servant 

Suf Then, that, without the knowledge 
Either of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 

Sur, Itenty you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to conclude, [ancc, 
Without the king's will, or th^ state's allow- 
A league between his highness and Ferrara. 

Suf* That, out of mere ambition, you have 
caused 
Your holy hat to be stamp'd on the king's coin. 

Sur, Then, that you have sent innumera- 
ble substance, [science,) 
(By what means got, I leave to your own con- 
To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities ; to the mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are ; 
Which, since they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

ChatH, O my lord. 

Press not a falling man too far ; tis virtue : 
His faults lie open to the laws ; let them. 
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to 

see him 
So little of his great self. 

^r, I forgive him. 

Smf. Lord cardinal, the Wng's further 
pteasureis, — 
Because all those things you have dott^ of late 
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By vour power legatine within this kingdom, 
Fall into the compass of ^frctmunire, — 
That therefore such a wnt be sued against 

you ; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be [charge. 
Out of the king's protection. — This is mjr 
Nor, And so we'll leave you to your medi- 
tations [swer, 
How to live better. For your stubborn an- 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 
The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall 

thank you. 
So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal. 
[Exeunt all but Wolsey. 
Wol, So farewell to the littU good you 
bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness I 
This is the state of man : to-day He puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes ; to-morrow blos- 
soms, [him : 
And bears his blushing honors thick upon 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost, 
And ,*^ when he thinks, good easy man, full 

surely 
His greatness is arripening, — nips his root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
This many summers in a sea of glory ; 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown 
pride [me, 

At length broke under me ; and now has left 
Weary, and eld with service, to the mercy 
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Of a rude stream, that must forever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye ; 
I feel my heart new opened : O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes* 

favors ! [to, 

There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women 

have ; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. — 

Enter Cromwell, amaxedly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell } 
Crom. I have no power to speak, s*r. 
WoL What, amazed 

At my nnsfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder 
A great man should decline ? Nay, an you 

weep, 
I am fallen indeed. 

Crom, How does your grace } 

WoL Why, well ; 

Never so truly happy, mv good Cromwell. 
I know myself now ; and I feel within me 
A peace aoove all earthly dignities, 
A still and quiet conscience. The king has 
cured me, [shoulders, 

I humbly thank his grace ; and frcHn these 
These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honor : 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden, 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heavenri 
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Crom I am glad your grace has made that 
right use of it. [thinks, 

WoL I hope I have : I am able now, me- 
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,) 
To endure more miseries and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offef — 
What news abroad ? 

Crom, The heaviest, and the worst, 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

WoL God bless him ! 

Crom. The next is, that sir Thomas More 
is chosen 
Lord chancellor in your place. 

WoL That's somewhat sudden t — 

Put he*s a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness* favor, and do justice 
For truth*s sake, and his conscience ; that his 
bones, [blessings. 

When he has run his course, and sleeps in 
May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 

them! 
What more ? 

Crom, That Cranmer is retum'd with wel- 
come, 
Instaird lord Archbishop of Canterbury ► 

WoL That's news indeed. 

Crom. Last, that the lady Anne, 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married, 
This day was view'd in open, as his queen, 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

IVoL There was the weight that pulled me 
down. O Cromwell, 

Digitized by Google 



m KING HENRY Vlir ACT in. 

The king has gone bei^nd me ; all my glories 
In that one woman I have lost forever : 
No snn shall ever usher forth mine honors, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from mc, 

Cromwell ; 
I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master : seek the king; 
(That sun, I pray, may never set ») I have 

told him 
What, and how true, thou art ; he will ad- 
vance thee ; 
Some little memory of me will stir him, 
(I know his noble nature,) not to let [well,^ 
Thy hopeful service perish too : good CroR^ 
Neglect him not ; make use now, and pro- 
vide 
For thine own future safety. 

Crom. ' O, my lord. 

Must I then leave you ? must I needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master ? 
Bear witness, all that have not hearts of froii, 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his 
lord. — [prayers 

The king shall have my service ; but my 
Forever, and forever, shall be yours. 

H^ol, Cromwell, I did not think to shed a 
tear 
In all mv miseries ; but thou hast forced me, 
Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes : and thus far hear me^ 

Cromwell ; 
And,— when I am forgotten, as I shall be ; 
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And sleep in doll cold marble, where no men- 
tion [thee ; 

Of me more must be heard of, — say, I taught 
Say, Wolsey, — ^that once trod the ways of 
glory, [honor, — 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise 

in; 
A sure and safe one, though thy master 

miss'd it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin*d me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambi- 
tion ; [then, 
By that sin fell the angels , how can man 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by it ? 
Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that 

hate thee ; 
Corruption wins not nwre than honesty. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and 
fear not : [try's. 

Let all the ends thou aim'st at be thy coun- 
Thy God's, and truth's ; then if thou fall'st, 
O Cromwell, [king ; 

Thou fall St a blessed martyr. Serve the 
And, — pr'ythee, lead me m : 
There take an inventory of all I have, 
To the last penny ; 'tis the king's : my robe, 
And my integrity to Heaven, is all 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, 

Cromwell ! 
Had I but served my God with half the zeal 
I served my king, he would not in mine age 
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Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Crom, Good sir, have patience. 

Wol. So I have. Farewell 

The hopes of court ! my hopes in heaven do 

dwell. \Exeunt. 




ACT IV. 

SCENE l—A Street in Westminster. 

Enttr two Gentlemen, meeting. 

I Gentleman. 

lOU are well met once again. 

2 Gent. So arc you. 

I Gent You come to take your 

stand here, and behold 

The lauy Anne pass from her coronation ? 

2 Gent. 'Tis ail my business. At our last 

encounter, [trial. 

The duke of Buckingham came from his 

1 Gent. Tis very true : but that time of- 

fered sorrow \ 
This, general joy. 

2 Gent. 'Tis well : the citizens, 

I am sure, have shown at full their ro3ral 
mmds, [forward,) 

$As, let them have their rights, they are ever 
n celebration of this day with shows, 
Pageants, and sights of honor. 

I Gent. Never greater, 

Nor, 1*11 assure you, better taken, sir. 
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2 Gent, May I be bold to ask what that^ 
. contains, 
That paper in your hand ? 

1 Genu Yes ; 'tis the list 
Of those that claim their offices this day, 
By custom of the coronation. 

The duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be high-steward ; next, the duke of Nor- 
folk, [rest. 
He to be earl marshal : you may read the 

2 Gent. I thank you, sir ; had I not known 

those customs, 

I should have been beholding to your paper. 

But, I beseech you, what's become of Kath- 
arine, [ness ? 

The princess dowager ? how goes her busi- 

1 Gent. That I can tell you too. The 

archbishop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order. 
Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Ampthill, where the princess lay ; to 

which [not : 

She was .often cited by them, but appeared 
And, to be short, for not appearance, and 
The king's late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these learned men she was divorced. 
And the late marriage made of none effect ; 
Since which, she was removed to Kimbol- 

ton. 
Where she remains now, sick. 

2 Gent* Alas, good lady ! — 

Vrrum^§ts^ 
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, The trumpets sound : stand close, the queen 
is coming. 

THE ORDER OF THE PROCESSION. 

A lively flourish of trumptts; then tnter 

1. lytKi Judges, 

2. Lord Chancellor^ wi^ the purse and mace befote 

hinu 

3. ChoristerSy singing. \Music, 

4. Mayor of London ^ bearing the mace. Then Garter 

in his coat of arms, and, on his head, a gilt copper 
crown. 

5. Marquis Dorset^ bearing a sceptre of gold, on hb 

head a demi-coronal of gold. With him, the Earl 
of Surrey^ bearing the rod of silver with the doYe, 
crowned with an earl's coronet. Collars of SS. 

6. Duke ofSuffolky in his robe of estate, his coronet on 

his nead, bearing a long white wand, as high- 
steward. With him, the Duke of Norfolk^ with 
the rod of marshalship, a coronet on his head. 
Collars of SS. 
7: A canopy borne by four of the Cingue-ports ; under 
it, the Queen in her robe; in her hair richly 
adorned with pearl, crowned. On each side of her, 
the Bishops of London and Winchester, 

8. The old Duchess of Norfolk^ in a coronal of gold, 

wrought with flowers, bearing the Queen* s train. 

9. Certain Ladies or Countesses^ with plaip circlets of 

gold without flowers. 

2 Gent, A royal train, believe me. — These 
I know; — 
Who*s that that bears the sceptre ? 

1 Gent, Marquis Dorset: 
And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

2 Gent, A bold brave gentleman. That 

should be 
The duke of Suffolk. 
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1 Gent, 'Tis the same ; high-steward. 

2 Gent, And that my lord of Norfolk ? 

1 Gent. Yes. 

2 Gent, {^Looking on the Queen^.] Heaven 

bless thee ! [on; — 

Thou hast the sweetest face I ever looked 
Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel. 
Dur king has all the Indies in his arms, 
And more, and richer, when he strains that 
« lady; 

I cannot blame his conscience. 

I Gent, Thev that bear 

The cloth of honor over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

1 Gent, Those men are happy ; and so are 

all, are near her. 
I take it, she that carries up the train 
Is that old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk, 
t I Gent, It is ; and all the rest are count'- 

esses. 

2 Gent. Their coronets say so. These are 

stars, indeed ; 
And, sometimes, falling ones. 

I Gent, No more of that. 

\Exit Procession, with a great flourish of 
trumpets, 

^ Enter a third Gentleman. 

Crod save you, sir ! Where have you been 
broiling ? 

3 Gent, Among the crowd i' the abbey ; 

where a finger 
Could not be wedged in more. I am stifled 
With the mere rankness of their joy. 
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2 Gent* You saw the qeremony ? 
3^<^A.JbatIdid. 

1 Gent. How was it ? 

' S'Gefit. Well worth the seeing. 

2 Gent Good sir, speak it t9 us. 

5 G^nt. As well as I am able. The ricb 

stream [queen 

Of lords and ladies, having brought the 

To a prepared place m the choir, fell oflE 

A distance from her j while her grace sat 

down 
To rest a while, some half an hour or so, 
In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people,— 
Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man : — which when the peo- 
ple 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest. 
As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, I think,) flew up ; and had their 
faces [joy 

Been loose, this day they had been lost. Suca 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the press. 
And make them reel before them. No man 
living [woven 

Could say T^t's t's my ivife^ there ; all were 
So strangely in one piece. 

2 Gent But, what followed ? 

3 Gent, At length her grace rose, and with 

modest paces / 
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Came to the altar : where she kneePd^ and, 

saint-b'ke, 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd de- 
voutly, [pie ; 
Then rose again, and bow'd her to the peo* 
When by the archbishop of Canterbury 
She bad all the royal makings of a queen ; 
As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all such em< 
blems, [choir. 
Laid nobly on her; which performed, the 
With all the choicest music of the kingdom, 
Together sung Te Deum. So she parted, 
And with the same full state paced back again 
To York-place, where the feast is held. 

1 Gent, Sir, 

You must no more call it York-place, that is 

past ; 
For, since the cardinal fell, that title's lost ; 
'Tis now the king's, and calPd Whitehall. 

3 Gent, I know it ; 

But 'tis so lately alter'd, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 

2 Gent, What two reverend bishops 
Were those that went on each side of the 

queen ? [of Winchester, 

3 Qetit, Stokesly and Gardiner ; the one, 
(Newly preferr'd from the king's secretary,) 
The other, London. 

2 Gent, He of Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the arch- 
bishop's, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 
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3 Gent All the land knows that^ 

However, yet there is no great breach ; when 

it comes, [him. 

Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink froflO 

2 Gent, Who may that be, I pray you ? 

3 Gent* Thomas Cromwell; 
A man in much esteem with the king, and 

truly 
A worthy friend. — The king 
Has made him master o' the jewel-house, 
And one, already, of the privy-council. 

2 Gent, He will deserve more. 

3 Gent, Yes, without all doubt.-^ 
Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which 
I.«j to the court, and there ye shall be my 

guests: 
Something I can command. As I walk thither* 
rU tell ye more. 
Both. You may command us, sir. 

\BxiunU 



SCENE II.— Kimbolton. 

Enttr Katharine Dowager ^ sick ; led between Grif- 
fith, her gentlemanr usher ^ and Patience, htf 
woman, 

Grif, How does your grace r 

Kath,^ O, Griffith, sick to death I 

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the 

earth J , [chair;— 

Willing to leave their burden. Reach a 

So, — now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 
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Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou 
ledd'st me, [sey, 

That the great child of honor, cardinal WoIp 
Was dead ? 

Grif, Yes, madam ; but I think your grace, 
Out of the pain you sufiEer'd, gave no ear to't. 
Kath, Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how 
he died : 
If well, he stepped before me, happily. 
For my exaAiple. 

Grif, Well, the voice goes, madam : 

For after the stout earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him for- 
ward 
(As a man sorely tainted) to his answer, 
He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill, 
He could not sit his mule. 
Kath, Alas, poor man ! 

Grif. At last, with easy roads, he came to 
Leicester, [abbot. 

Lodged in the abbey ; where the reverend 
With all his convent, honorably received him ; 
To whom he gave these words, — O father 

abbots 
An old man broken with the storms of state^ 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye j 
Give him a little earth for charity / 
So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
Pursued him still ; and, three nights after 

this, 
About the hour of eight, (which he himself 
Foretold should be his last,) full of repent- 
ance. 
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Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 
He gave his honors to the world aeain, 
Ijis blessed part to heaven, and slept in 
peace. 
Kain. So may he rest ; his faults lie gen- 
tly on him ! [hina, 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak 
And yet with charity. — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one, that by sugges- 
• tion 

Tied all the kingdom : simony was fair play ; 
His own opinion was his law; V the pres- 
ence 
He would say untruths ; and be ever double, 
Both in his words and meaning he was 

never. 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But his performance, as he is now, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave • 
The clergy ill example. 

Grif, Noble madam, 

Men*s evil manners live in brass ; their vir- 
tues Fness 
We write in water. May it please your high- 
To hear me speak his good now 1 

Kath, Yes, good Griffith ; 

I were malicious else. 

Grif This cardinal, 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashioned to much honor from his cra- 
dle. 
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He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one ; 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty, and sour, to them that loved him not; 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as 

summer. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 
(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam, 
He was most princely : ever witness for him 
Those twins of learning, that he raised in you, 
Ipswich, and Oxford ! one of which fell with 

him. 
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 
The other, though unfinished, yet so famous, 
So excellent in art, and still so rising, 
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap*d happiness upon him ; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himself. 
And found the blessedness of being little : 
And, to add greater honors to his age [God. 
Than man could give him, he died fearing 
Kath. After my death I wish no other 

herald. 
No other speaker of my living actions. 
To keep mine honor from corruption, 
But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I most hated living, thou hast made 

me, 
With thy religious truth, and modesty. 
Now in his ashes honor. Peace be with 

him! — 
Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower : 
I have not long to trouble thee. — Good 

Griffith, 
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Cause the musicians play me that sad note 
I named mv knell, whilst I sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

Sad and solemn music, 

Grif. She is asleep : good wench, let*s sit 

down quiet, [tience. 

For fear we wake her; — softly, gentle Pa- 

The Vision, Enter ^ solemnly tripping^ one after an- 
other ^ SIX Personages^ clad in -white robes^ wear- 
ing on their heads garlands of bays^ and golden 
vizors on their faces, branches of bays or palm in 
their hands. They first congee unto her^ then 
dance : and at certain changes^ the first two hold 
a spare garland over her head , at which^ the other 
four make reverent curtseis , then the two that held 
the garland deliver the same to the other next two, 
who observe the same order in their changes^ and 
holding the garland over her head, which done, 
they deliver the same garland to the last two, who 
likewise observe the same order: at whichy (as it 
were by inspiration^ she makes in her sleep signs 
of rejoicing, and holdeth up her hands to heaven : 
and so in their dancing vanish, carrying the gar- 
land with them. The music continues. 

Kath, Spirits of peace, where are ye ? 
Are ye all gone ? [ye ? 

And leave me here in wretchedness behind 
Grif, Madam, we are here. 
Kath, It is not you I call for ; 

Saw ye none enter, since I slept ? 
Grif. None, madam. 

Kath, No ? Saw you not, even now, a 
blessed troop 

Digitized by Google 



SC. n. KING HENRY VIII. A/y} 

Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon roe, like the sun ? 
They promised me eternal happiness ; [feel 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I 
I am not worthy yet to wear : I shall, 
Assuredly. 

Grif. I am most joyful, madam, such good 
dreams 
Possess your fancy. 

Kath, Bid the music leave, 

They are harsh and heavy to me. 

[^Music ceases^ 

Pat Do you note, 

How much her grace is altered on the sud- 
den ? [looks, 
How long her face is drawn ? how pale she 
And of an earthy cold ? Mark her eyes ! 

Grif, She is going, wench ; pray, pray. 

PaU Heaven comfort her! 

Bnter a Messenger. 

Mess. An't like your grace, — 

Kath. You are a saucy fellow : 

Deserve we no more reverence ? 

Grif. You are to blame. 

Knowing she will not lose her wonted great- 
ness, 
To use so rude behavior; go to, kneel. 

Mess. I humbly do entreat your highness' 
pardon ; (staying 

My haste made me unmannerly. There \^ 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see yor 
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Kath, Admit him entrance, Griffith : but 
this fellow 
Let me ne*er see again. • 

\Exeunt Griffith and Messeofer. 

Re-enter Guffith, with Capucius. 

If my sight fail not, 
You should be lord ambassador from the 

emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 
Cap» Madam, the same, your servant. 
Kaih, O my lord, 

The times, and titles, now are altered 
strangely [pray you, 

With me, smce first you knew me. But, I 
What is your pleasure with me ? 

Cap. Noble lady, 

First, mine own service to your grace ; the 

next, 
The king's request that I would visit you ; 
Who grieves much for your weakness, and 

by me 
Sends you his princely commendations. 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort 
Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes 
too late ; 
*Tis like a pardon after execution : [me ; 
That gentle physic, given in time, had cured 
But now I am past all comforts here, but 

prayers. 
How does his highness ? 
Cap' Madam, in good health* 
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Kath. So may he ever do ! and ever flour- 
ish, [poor name 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my 
Banish'd the kingdom! — Patience, is that 

letter 
I caused you write, yet sent away ? 
Pat, No, madam. 

[Giving tt to Katharine. 

/Cath, Sir, I most humbly pray you to de- 
liver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Most willing, madam. 

Kath, In which I have commended to his 
goodness [daughter : — 

The model of our chaste loves, his young 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings 
on her ! — [ing ; 

Beseeching him to give her virtuous breed- 
(She is young, and of a noble modest nature ; 
I hope she will deserve well ;) and a little 
To love her for her mother's sake, that loved 
him, [petition 

Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon mv wretched women, that so long 
Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully : 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 
(And now I should not lie,) but will deserve. 
For virtue, and true beauty of the soul. 
For honesty, and decent carriage, 
A right good husb^d, let him be a noble ; 
Aod| sure, those men are happy that shall 
have them. 
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The last is, for my men; — they are the 
poorest, 

But poverty could never draw them from 
me ;— [them^ 

That they may have their wages duly paid 

And something over to remember me by ; 

If Heaven had pleased to have given me 
longer life, 

And able means, we had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents : — and, good 
my lord. 

By that you love the dearest in this world, 

As you wish Christian peace .to souls de- 
parted, [the king 

Stand these poor people^s friend, and urge 

To do me this last right. 

Cap. • By heaven, I will ; 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 
/Cat A I thank you, honest lord. Remem- 
ber me 

In all humility unto his highness : 

Say, his long trouble now is passing [him, 

Out of this world : tell him, in death I bless'd 

For so I will. — Mine eyes grow dim. — Fare- 
well, 

My lord.— Griffith, farewell.— Nay, Patience, 

You must not leave me yet. I must to bed ; 

Call in more women. — When I am dead, 
good wench, 

Let me be used with honor ; strew me over 

With maiden flowers, that all the world may 
know [me, 

I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm 
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Then lay me forth : although unqueen'd, yet 

like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter mc. 
I can no more. \Exeunt, Uadmg Katharini, 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— London. A Gallery in the 
Palace. 

Enter Gardinbr. Bishop of Winchester^ a P»gc wiik 
4 torch before htm, 

Gardiner, 

(T'S one o*clock, boy, is't not ? 
Boy. It hath struck. 

Gar. These should be hours for 
necessities, 
Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times. — 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Good hour of night, sir Thomas ! 
Whither so late ? 
Lov. Came you from the king, my lord ? 
Gar. I did, sir Thomas ; and left him at 
primero 
With the duke ^f Suffolk. 

Lov. I must to him too^ 

Before he go to bed. V\\ take my leave. 
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Gar. Not yet, sir Thomas Lovell. What's 
the matter ? 
It seems you are in haste : an if there be 
No great ofiEence belongs to't, give your 
friend [that walk 

Some touch of your late business : affairs^ 
(As, they say, spirits do) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature, than the business 
That seeks dispatch by day. 

Lov, My lord, I love you ; 

And durst commend a secret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen's 

in labor. 
They say, in great extremity ; and f ear'd, 
She'll with the labor end. 

Gar, The fruit she goes with, 

I pray for heartily ; that it may find 
Good time, and live ; but for the stock, sir 

Thomas, 
I wish it grubbed up now. 

Lov, Methinks, I could 

Cry the Amen ; and yet my conscience says 
She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Gar But, sir, sir, — 

Hear me, sir Thomas : )rou are a gentleman 
Of mine own way ; I know you wise, relig* 

ious; 
And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, — 
'Twill not, sir Thomas Lovell, take't of me, — 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, attd 

she, 
Sleep in their graves. 
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L(tv. Now, sir, you speak of two 

The most remarlcM i' the kingdom. As for 
Cromwell, — [master 

Beside that of the jewel-house, he*s made 
O' the rolls, and the king's secretary ; fur- 
ther, sir, [ferments, 
Stands in the gap and trade of more pre- 
With which the time will load him. The 
archbishop [speak 
Is the king's hand and tongue : and who dare 
One syllable against him ? 

Gar. Yes, yes, sir Thomas, 

There are that dare ; and I myself have ven- 
tured [<lay> 
To speak my mind of him : and, indeed, this 
Sir, (I may tell it you,) I think I have 
Incensed the lords o' the council, that he is 
(For so I know he is, they know he is) 
A most arch heretic, a pestilence 
That does infect the land : with which they, 

moved. 
Have broken with the king; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, (of his ereat 
grace [chiefs 

And princely cai-e, fbreseeing those fell mis- 
Our reasons laid before him,) he hath com- 
manded, 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be con vented. He's a rank weed, sir 

Thomas, 
And we must root him out. From your afEairs 
I hinder you too long: good night, sir 
Thomas. 
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^ Lov, Many gooa nights, my lord; I rest 
your servant. 

[ExeuMi Gardinbr and Page. 

As LovBLL :s gotng out, enter tAe KlVQ and ihs 
DuKB OF Suffolk. 

K, Hen. Charles, I will play no more to- 
night ; 
My mind's not on*t, you are too hard for me« 

Suf, Sir, I did never win of you before. 

A'. Hen. But little, Charles ; 
Nor shall not, when my fancy's on my play. — 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the 
news ? 

Lov, I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I sent your message ; who return 'd her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desired your 

highness 
Most heartily to pray for her. 

K. Hen, What say'st thou ? ha ! 

To pray for her ? what, is she crying out ? 

L(n>. So said her woman; and that her 
sufferance made 
Almost each pang a death. 

K. Hen, Aias, good lady ! 

Suf, God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir ! 

K. Hen, *Tis midnight, Charles^ 

Pr'ythee to bed ; and in thy prayers remem- 
ber [alone ; 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me 
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For I must think of that wh^ch company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf I wish your highness 

A quiet night, and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. 

K. Hen. Charles, good night. 

\Extt Suffolk. 

i?«//r 5/r Anthony Denny. 

Well, sir, what follows ? 
Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the 
archbishop. 
As you commanaed me. 
K. Hen, Ha ! Canterbury ? 

Den, Ay, my good lord 
K, Hen. 'Tis true : where is he, Denny? 
Den. He attends your highness' pleasure. 
K. Hen. Bring him to us. 

\Extt Denny 
Lov. [aside ] This is about that which the 
bishop spake ; 
I am happily come hither. 

Re-enter Denny, -wtih Cranmer. 
K. Hen. Avoid the gallery, 

f LovELL seems to stay. 
Ha ! — I have said — Be gone. 
What ! — \Exeunt Lovbll and Denny 

Cran. [aside] I am fearful: wherefore 
frowns he thus } 
Tis his aspect of terror. All's not well. 
IC. Hen. How now, my lord ? You do de- 
sire to know 
Wherefore I sent for you. 
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Cran. [kneeling. '\ It is my duty 

To attend your highness* pleasure. 

K, Hen, 'Pray you, arise. 

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and I must walk a turn togetner; 
I have news to tell you : come, come, give 

me your hand. 
Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak. 
And am right sorry to repeat what follows : 
I have, and most unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord. 
Grievous complaints of you; which, being 

consider'd, [shall 

Have moved us and our council, that you 
This morning come before us ; where, I know, 
You cannot with such freedom purge yourself. 
But that, till further trial in those charges 
Which will require your answer, you must 

take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your house our Tower: you a 

brother of us, 
It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 
Would come afi^ainst you. 

Cran, [kneeling,'] I humbly thank your 

highness ; 
And am right glad to catch this good occa- 
sion [chaff 
Most throughly to be winnow'd, where my 
And com shall fly asunder : for, I know, 
There's none stands under more calumnious 

tongues 
Than I myself, poor man. 
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. K, Hin. Stand up, good Canterbury ^ 

Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted t 

In us, thy friend, give me thy hand, stand 

up; 
Pr'ythec, let's walk Now, by my holy-dame. 
What manner of man are you ? My lord, \ 

looked 
You would have given me your petition, that 
I should have ta'en some pains to bring to- 
gether [heard you, 
Yourself and your accusers ; and to have 
Without indurance, further. 

Cran, Most dread liege, 

The good I stand on is my truth and honesty ; 
If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies. 
Will triumph o'er my person ; which I weigh 

not, 
Being of those virtues vacant. I fearnothing 
What can be said against me. 

K, Hen. Know you not 

How your state stands i' the world, with the 

whole world ? . 
Your enemies are many, and not small ; their 

practices 
Must bear the same proportion ; and not ever 
The justice and the truth o' the question car- 
ries 
The due o' the verdict with it : at what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as ccuir 
nipt [done. 

To swear against you ? such things have been 
You are potently opposed ; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck. 
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I mean, in perjured witness, than yoar Mas- 

• ter, 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he lived 
Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, eo to ; 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own destruction. 

Cran, God, and your majesty. 

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me ! 

/C. Hen. Be of good cheer; 

They shall no more prevail, than we give 

way to. 
Keep comfort to you ; and this morning see 
You do appear before them ; if they shall 

chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you, 
The best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not to use^ and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us ^ 

There make before them. — Look, the eood 

man weeps ! [mother! 

He*s honest, on mine honor. God's bless'd 
I swear he is true-hearted ; and a soul 
None better in my kingdom,— Get ^oiij;one. 
And do as I have bid ^fiyx.-AExU Cran* 

MER.]— He has strangled 
His language in his tears. 

Enter an old Xady. 

. Gent, [mMn,] Comeback. Wbatmean 
you? » 
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Lady, I '11 not come back ; the tidings that 
I bring [good angels 

Will make my boldness manners. — Now, 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and shade thy per- 
son 
Under their blessed wings ! 

K. Hen, Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen deliv« 

er'd i 
Say, Ay ; and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And of a lovely boy : the God of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her— 'tis a girl. 
Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be [you 

Acquainted with this stranger; 'tis as like 
As cherry is to cherry. 

K. Hen, Lovell,- 

Re-inter Lovell. 

Lov, Sir. 

K.Hen, Give her an hundred marks. Til 
to the queen. [EMtt. 

Lady, An hundred marks ^ By this lights 
I'll ha' more. 
An ordinary groom is for such payment. 
I will have more, or scold it out of him. 
Said I for this the girl was like to him ? 
I will have more, or else unsay't , and now, 
While it is hot, Til put it to the issue. 

{Exeunti 
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SCENE U. —Lobby before th€ Council- 
Chamber, 

Enter Cranmbr , Servants, Door Keeper, 6v., 

Cran. I hope I am not too late ; and yet 

the gentleman, [roc 

That was sent to me from the council, pray'd 

To make great haste. All fast ? what means 

this?-Hoa! 
Who waits there ? — Sure, you know me ? 

D -Keep, Yes, my lord ; 

But yet I cannot help you. 
Cran. Why? 

D.'Keep^ Your grace must wait till you be 
caird for. 

Enter Doctor Butts, 

Cran, So. 

Butts, [astde,\ This is a piece of malice. 
I am glad 
I came this way so happily : the king 
Shall understand it presently. [Exit, 

Cran, [aside,} Tis Butts, 

The king^s physician ; as he pass'd along, 
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me ! 
Pray Heaven, he sound not my disgrace) 
For certain, fme. 

This is of purpose laid by some* that hate 
(God turn their hearts ! I never sous:ht their 
malice.) [to make me 

To quench mine honor : they would shame 
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Wait else at door ; a fellow-counsellor, 
Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their 

pleasures 
Must be fulfiird, and I attend with patience. 

Rnter^ at a window above, the King and Butts. 

Butts. rU show your grace the strangest 

sight,— 
K.Hen. What's that. Butts ? 

Butts. I think your highness saw this 

many a day. 
K. Hen, Body o' me, where is it ? 
Butts. There, my lord : 

The high promotion of his grace of Canter- 
bury; [suivants, 
Who holds his state at door, 'mongst pur- 
Pages, and footboys. 

K. Hen, Ha! 'Tls he, indeed : 

Is this the honor they do one another? 
*Tis well there^s one above them yet I had 
thought [them, 

Thev had parted so much honesty among 
(At least, good manners,) as not thus to suf 

fer 
A man of his place, and so near our favor. 
To dance attendance on their lordships' 
pleasures, [ets. 

And at the door too, like a post with pack- 
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery r 
Let them alone, and draw the curtains close ; 
We shall hear more anon. [Exoumi. 
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SCENE llh^Tke CounciUChamber. 

RmUrtJu Lord Chancbllor. /^ Dukb of Sup- 
FOLK, Dukb of Norfolk, Earl of Surrby, 
Lord Chambbrlain, Gardinbr, and Crom- 
WBLL. 7*^ Chancellor places himself at the 
upper end efthe table on the left hand: a seat be- 
ing left void above htm^ as for the Archbishop 
of Caktbrburv. The rest seat themselves in 
order on each side. Cromwell at the lower end^ 
as secretary. The Door-Keeper attending. 

Chan, Speak to the business, master sec- 
retary : 
Why are we met in council ? 

Crom, Please your honors. 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Can- 
terbury. 

Gar. Has lie had knowledge of jt ? 

Crom, Yes. 

Nor. Who waits there ? 

DrKeep, Without, my noble lords ? 

Gar, Yes. 

D^Keip. My lord archbishop ; 

And has done half an hour, to know )our 
pleasures. 

Chan, Let him come in. 

D»-Keep, Your grace may enter now. 

Crakmbr enters^ and approeuhes the Couned-table,. 

Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very 
sorry . * 

To sit here at this oresent. and behold 
That chair stand empty ; but we all are men, 
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In our natures frail, and capable 

Of our flesh ; few are angels : out of which 

frailty, [teach us, 

And want of wisdom, you, that best should 
Have misdemean'd yourself, and not a little, 
Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching and your 

chaplains, 
(For so we are informed,) with new opinions. 
Divers and dangerous ; which are heresies. 
And, not reformed, may prove pernicious. 
Gar, Which reformation must be sudden 

too, [horses 

My noble lords: for those that tame wild 
Pace them not in their hands to make them 

gentle ; [spur them, 

But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and 
Till they obey the manas^e. If we suffer 
(Out of our easiness, and childish pity 
To one man's honor) this contagious sickness, 
Farewell all physic ; and what follows then ? 
Commotions, uproars, with a (general taint 
Of the whole state: as, of late days, our 

neighbors, 
The upper Germany, can dearly witness, 
Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cran, My good lords, hitherto, in all the 

progress, 
Both of my life and office* I have labor'd, 
And with no little study, that my teaching, 
Ahd the strong course of my authority. 
Might go one way, and safely ; and the end: 
Was ever, to do well : nor is there living •' 
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<I speak it with a single heart, my lords) 
A man that more detests, more stirs a^nst, 
Both in his private conscience and his place, 
Defacers of a public peace, than I do. 
Tray Heaven the kin^; may never find a heart 
With less allegiance m it ! Men, that make 
jEnvy, and crooked malice, nourishment. 
Dare bite the best. . I do beseech your lord* 

ships, ' 
That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 
Be what they will, may stand forth face to 

face. 
And freely urge against me. 

Suf. Nay, my lord^ 

That cannot be ; you are a counsellor, 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 
Gar, My lord, because we have business 

of more moment, [pleasure. 

We will be short with you. 'Tis his highne83 
And our consent, for better trial of you. 
From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Where, being but a private man again, 
You shall know many dare accuse you boldly. 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 
Cran, Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I 

thank you, [pass, 

You are always my good ^end ; if your will 
I shall both find your lordship judge and 

juror, 
You are so merciful : I see your end,— 
Tis my undoing : love and meekness, lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition ; 
Win straying souls with modesty again. 
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Cast none away. That I shall clear myself, 
Lay all the weight you tan upon my patience, 
I make as little doubt, as you do conscience,. 
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 
But reverence to your calling makes me 
modest. 

Gar, My lord, my lord, you are a sectary. 
That's the plain truth ; your painted gloss 
discovers, [ness. 

To men that understand )rou, words and weak- 

Crom, My lord of Winchester, you are a 
little, [noble, 

By your good favor, too sharp; men so- 
However multy, yet should find respect 
For what they have been : *tis a cruelty. 
To load a falling man. 

Gar, Good master secretary,. 

1- cry your honor mercy ; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 
V Crom, Why, my lord ? 

Gar, Do not I know you for a favorer 
Of this new sect ? ye are not sound. 

Crom, Not sound f 

Gar, Not sound, I say. 

Crom, 'Would you were half so fionest ! 
Men's prayers then would seek you, not their 
fears. 

Gar* I shall remember this bold language. 

Crom, Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Chan, This is too much ; 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Gar. I have done. 

Digitized by «^OOgie 



426 KING HENRY VIIL ACT v. 

Crom, And I. 

Chan, Then thus for you, my lord, — it 
stands agreed, 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be conveyed to the Tower a prisoner ; 
There to remain, till the king's further pleas- 
ure 
Be known unto us : are you all agreed, lords ? 

AIL We are. 

Cran, Is there no other way of mercy* 

But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ? 

Gar, What other 

Would you expect? You are strangely 

troublesome ; 
Let some o' the guard be ready there. . 

£»/^ Guard. 

Cran^ For me ? 

Must I go like a traitor thither. 

Gar* Receive him| 

And see him safe i' the Tower. 

Cran, Stay, good my lords \ 

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my 

lords ; 
By virtife of that ring, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noole judge, the king, my master. 

Cham* This is the king's ring. 

Sur* 'Tis no counterfeit 

Suf, 'Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told 
ye all, [rolling, 

When we first put this dangerous stone a> 
'Twould fall upon ourselves. 
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Nor Do you think, my lords. 

The king will suffer but the little £nger 
Of this man to be vex'd ? 

Cham. 'Tis now too certain : 

How much more is his life in value with him ? 
'Would I were fairly out on't 

Crom My mind gave me, 

In seeking tales and informations 
Against this man, (whose honesty the devil 
And his disciples only envy at,) [at ye 

Ye blew the fire that burns, ye : now have 

Enter King, frowning on them takes kts seat 

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we 
bound to Heaven 
In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 
Not only good and wise, but most religious : 
One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of his honor , and, to strength' 

en 
That holy duty, out of dear respect, 
His royal self in judgment comes to hear 
The cause betwixt her and this great offender. 

IC, Hen. You were ever good at sudden 
commendations, [not 

Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come 
To hear such flattery now ; and m my pres- 
ence, 
They are too thin and bare to hide offences. 
To me you cannot reach, you play the span* 
iel, [win me ; 

And think with wagging of your tongue to 
But, whatsoever thou tak'st me for, I am sure, 
Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody. — 
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[To Cranmer.] Good man, sit down. Now 
let me see the proudest [thee : 

He, that dares most, but wag his finger at 
By all that's holy, he had better starve, [not. 
Tnan but once think this place becomes thee 
Sur, May it please your grace, — 
K, Hen, No, sir, it does not please me. 
I had thought I had had men of some un- 
derstanding 
And wisdom, of my council ; but I find none. 
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 
This good man, (few of you deserve that 

title,) 
This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy 
At chamber-door ? and one as great as you 
are ? ^ [mission 

Why what a shame was this ! Did my com-' 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him, 
Not as a groom ; there's some of ye, I see, 
More out of malice than integrity, 
Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean ; 
AVhich ye shall never have, while I live. 

Chan. Thus far, 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your 
grace [posed. 

To let my tongue excuse all. What was pur- 
Concemmg his imprisonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men) meant for his trial, 
And fair purgation to the world, than mal- 
ice ', — 
I am sure, in me. 
IC' Hen. Well, well, my lords, respect him ; 
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Take him, and use him well, he's worthy of 

it 
I will say thus much for him, if a prince 
May be beholden to a subject, I 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 
Make me liO more ado, but all embtace him ; 
Be friends, for shame, my lords. — My lord 

of Canterbury, 
I have a suit which you must not d^ny me ; 
That is, a fair young maid that yet wants 

baptism. 
You must be god&ther, and answef for her. 
Cran, The greatest monarch now alive 

may glory 
In such an honor : how may I deserve it, 
That am a poor and humble subject to you ? 
K, Hin, Come, come, mv lord, you'd spare 

your spoons ; you snail have 
Two noble partners with you ; the old duch- 
ess of Norfolk, [you ?— 
And lady marquis Dorset : will these pleas^ 
Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge 

you. 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gar, With a true heart, 

And brother-love, I do it 

Cran, And let Heaveik 

Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 
K, Hin. Good man, those joyful teaf« 

show thy true heart 
The common voice, I see, is verified 
Of thee, which says thus, Do my hfi of 

Canterbury ** 
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A shrewd turrty and he is your friend for' 

ever — 
Come, lords, we trifle time away; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 
As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 
So I grow stronger, you more honor eain. 

\ExeunU 

SCENE VJ.-^The Palace Yard, 
Noiu and tumuli wiihin. Enter Porter and his If an. 

Port. You'll leave your noise anon, ye 
rascals : do you take the court for Pans- 
garden ? ye rude slaves, leave your gapine. 

[ Voice within.'] Good master porter, I be- 
long to the larder. 

Port Belong to the gallows, and be hang- 
ed, you rogue : is this a place to roar in ? — 
Fetch me a dozen crab-tree staves, and stronr 
ones ; these are but switches to them. — I'D 
scratch your heads : you must be seeing 
christenings ? Do you look for ale and cakes 
here, you rude rasczds ? 

Man. Pray, sir, be patient; 'tis as much 
impossible fcannons) 

(Unless we sweep them from the aoor with 
To scatter them, as 'tis to make them sleep 
On May-day momine ; which will never be : 
We may as well push against Paul's, as stir 
tnem. 

Port. How got they in, and be hang'd ? 

Man. Alas, I know not : how gets tho 
tide in? « 
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As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 
(You see the poor reniainder) could distribi 

ute, 
I made no spare, sir. 

Port, You did nothing, sir, 

Man. I am not Samson, nor sir Guy, nor 
Colbrand, [spared any 

To mow them down before me : but if I 
That had a head to hit, either young or old. 
He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker, 
Let me ne'er hope to see a chine again ; [her. 
And that I would not for a cow, God save 

[Voice within.'] Do vou hear, master por- 
ter? 

Port. I shall be with you presently, good 
master puppy. — Keep the door close, sirrah. 

Man. What woula you have me do ? 

Port. What should you do, but knock 
them down by the dozens ? Is this Moor- 
fields to muster in ? or have we some stranee 
Indian with the great tool come to court, the 
women so besiege us ? Bless me, what a fry 
of fornication is at 4oor ! On my Christian 
conscience, this one christening will beget a 
thousand ; here will be father, godfather, and , 
all together. 

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir. 
There is a fellow somewhat near the door, he 
should be a brazier by his face, for o* my 
conscience, twenty of the dog-days now reign 
in's nose ; all that stand alx)ut him are un- 
der the line, they need no other penance : 
that fire-drake did I hit three times on the 
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head, and three times was his nose dis- 
charged against me ; he stands there, like a 
mortar-piece, to blow us. There was a hab- 
erdasher's wife of small wit near him, that 
railed upon me till her pipk*d porringer fell 
oli her head, for kindling such a combustion 
in the state- 1 missed the meteor once, and 
hit that woman, who cried out, Clubs / when 
I misht see from far some forty truncheon- 
eers draw to her succor, which were the hope 
of the Strand, where she was quartered. 
They fell on ; I made good my place ; at 
length they came to the broomstafE to me ; I 
defied them still ; when suddenly a file of 
boys behmd them, loose shot, delivered such 
a shower of pebbles, that 1 was fain to draw 
mine honor in, and let them win the work : 
the devil was amongst them, 1 think, surely. 
Port, These are the youths that thunder 
at a playhouse, and fight for bitten apples; 
that no audience, but the tribulation of 
Tower-hill, or the limbs of Limehouse, their 
dear brothers, are able *to endure. 1 have 
some of them in Limbo Patrum^ and there 
they are like to dance these three days ; be- 
sides the running banquet of two beadles^ 
that is to come. 

Bniet ike Lord Chambbrlain. 

Cham, Mercy o' me, what a multitude are 

here ! [coming, 

Tkey jprow still too, from all parts they are 
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As if we kept a fair here ! Where are these 

porters, [hand, fellows. 

These lazy knaves ? — ^Ye have made a fine 
There's a trim rabble let in : are aU these 
Your faithful friends o' the suburbs ? We 

shall have [ladies, 

Great store of room, no doubt, left for the 
When they pass back from the christening. 

Port, An't please your honor* 

We are but men, and what so many may do. 
Not being torn a-pieces, we have done : 
An army cannot rule them. 

Cham, As I Jive, 

If the king blame me for't, I'll lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly; ancf on your 

heads [knaves; 

Clap round fines, for neglect: ye are lazy 
And here ye lie baiting of bumbards, when 
Ye should do service. Hark, the trumpets 

sound ; 
They are come already from the christening : 
Go, break among the press, and find a way 

out 
To let the troop pass fairly ; or I'll find 
A Marshalsea, shall hold ye pj^y the$e two 

months. 
Port, Make way there for the princess. 
Man, You great fellow, stand close up, or 
I'll make your head ache. 
Port, You i' the camblet, |^t up p' the 

rail ; 
I'll pick you o'er the pales else. \Exeunt, 

28 
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SCENE V.—Tht; Palace. 

Enter trumpets^ smnding. then two Aldermen, Lord 
Mayor, Garter, Cranmer, Dukb of Norfolk, 
with his marshaVi staff, Dukeof Suffolk, two 
Noblemen bearing great standtng-bowls for the 
christening gifts; then four ^oUtmtn bearing a 
canopy, under which the Duchess of Norfolk, 
godmother, bearing the child richly habited mm 
mantle, 6fc. • train borne by a Lady. Then fol- 
lows the Marchioness of DoRsm, the other god^ 
mother, and Ladies. The troop pass once about 
the stage, and Garter speaks 

Gari. Heaven, from thy endless goodness, 
send prosperous life, lon^:, and ever happy, 
to the high and mighty princess of England, 
El^abeth \ 

Flourish, Enter Ki ng and Tram 

Cran [kneeltn^-] And to your royal grace, 
and the gooa queen, 
My noble partners, and myself, thus pray ;— 
All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady. 
Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy. 
May hourly fall upon ye ! 

K. Hen. Thank you, good lord archbishop : 
What is her name ? 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

K Hen . Stand up, lord.— 

[ The King kisses the chela. 

With this kiss take my blessing: God pro- 
tect thee I 
Into whose hands I give thy life. 
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Cran* Amen. 

K, Hen, My noble gossips, ye have been 

too prodi^l : 
I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady, 
When she has so much English. 

Cran, Let me speak, sir. 

For Heaven now bids me ; and the words I 

utter [truth. 

Let none think flattery, for they'll find them 
This royal infant, (Heaven still move about 

her!) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand bless- 

in|^s, [shall be 

Which time shall bring to ripeness. She 
(But few now living can behold that good- 
ness) 
A pattern to all princes living with her. 
And all that shall succeed : Saba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue, 
Than this pure soul shall be: all princely 

graces, lis. 

That mould up such a mighty piece as this 
With all the virtues that attend the good. 
Shall still be doubled on her: truth shall 

nurse her. 
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her : 
She shall be loved, and fear'd : her own shall 

bless her : 
Her foes shake like a field of beaten com. 
And hang their heads with sorrow: good 

grows with her : 
Ib her days every man shall eat in safety, 
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Under his own vine, what he plants ; and 

siog [bors : 

The merry songs of peace to all his neigh 
God sb^l be truly known ; and tho$e about 

her {honor, 

From b^r shall read the perfect ways of 
And by tiiosc claim their gcsatness, not by 

blood. [when 

Nor shall this peace sleep .wkh her : but as 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoe- 

nix, 
Her ashes new create another heir, 
As great in admiration as herself , 
So bhall she leave her blessedness to one, 
(When Heaven shall call her from this cloud 

of darkness,) 
Who, from the sacred ashes of her honor. 
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she 

was, [terror. 

And so stand fix*d : peace, plenty, love, trutli. 
That were the servants to this chosen infant. 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to 

him ; [shine; 

Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall 
His honor, and the greatness of his name. 
Shall be, and make new nations: he shall 

flourish, 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his 

branches 
To all the plains about him fi««>«<-^our chtl- 

dren's children 
Shall see this, and bless Heaven. 
K, Hen. Thou speakest wonders. 
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Cran. She shall be, to the happiness of 
England, 
An ag^d princess ; many days shall see her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more ! but she must 
die — [virgin ; 

She must, the saints must have her^— yet a 
A most unspotted lily shall she pass [her. 
To the ground, and all the world shall mourn 
K, Hen. O lord archbishop, [fore 

Thou hast made me now a man ; never, be- 
This happy child, did I get anything : 
This oracle of comfort has so pleased me 
That, when I am in heaven, I shall desire 
To see what this child does, and pfaise my 

Maker. 
I thaidi ye all— To you, my good lord mayor, 
And you, good bretnren, I am Aiuch behold- 
ing; [ence, 
I have received much honor by yOuf pres- 
And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the yray, 
lords ; [ye. 
Ye must all see ttte queen, and sht mu^t thank 
Sh« will btf ^ck etoe. This day, Ho man 
think [stay ; 
He has business at his house ; for all shall 
This little one shall make it holiday. 

\Bx4uni 
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EPILOGUE. 

*Tis ten to one, this play can never please 
All that are here ; some come to take their 

ease, 
And sleep an act or two ; but those, we fear, 
We have frighted with our trumpets ; so, 'tis 

clear. 
They 11 say *tis naught : others, to hear the city 
Abused extremely, and to cry,-— Thafs witty / 
Which we have not done neither: that I 

fear. 
All the expected good we 2Xt like to hear, 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women ; 
For such a one we show'd them; if they 

smile, 
And 'say, 'twill do, I know, within a while 
All the best men are ours ; for 'tis ill hap. 
If they hold, when their ladies bid them cla(»» 
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